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CHAPTER I 

The people of Castle Barfield boast that 
the middle of their High Street is on a level 
with the cross of St. Paul's Cathedral. The 
whole country-side is open, and affords a 
welcome to storm from whatever comer of 
the compass it may blow. You have to get 
right away into the Peak district before you 
can find anything like an eminence of dis- 
tinction, though the mild slopes of Quarry- 
moor and Cline, a few miles to the westward, 
save the prospect from complete monotony. 
East, and a trifle to the north, rises Beacon 
Hargate, on the top whereof one of the 
innumerable bonfires which warned England 
of the coming of the Armada hung out its 
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flaming banner in the sight of three counties. 
Topping that high tableland, Beacon Har- 
gate is familiar with wild weather at the 
proper seasons, and by dint of use takes very 
little notice of it. But on the evening on 
which this story has its proper beginning 
such a storm raged round and over the old 
Beacon as no man or woman of that region 
could even remember. It began in the grey 
of the dawn in wild and fitful gusts, driving 
thick squalls of rain before them, but long 
before midday it lost its first waywardness 
and settled down to business with a steady 
purpose. It grew in force from hour to 
hour, and almost from minute to minute, 
until all living things sought shelter. The 
disconsolate cattle huddled under the sparse 
hedgerows, looking down their broad, drip- 
ping noses in a meek abandonment to fate. 
The sheep packed themselves in any hollowed 
comer they could find, and hugged their 
soaked fleeces close to each other in uncom- 
plaining patience. The trees fought the 
blast with impotent arms, and shrieked and 
groaned their protest against it Flying 
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boughs, like great grotesque birds, went 
hurtling through the air. 

As the brief March day fell towards its 
close, the storm seemed suddenly to double 
in fury. Oak and elm went down before it 
bodily, torn from the stout anchorage of 
many years, and before the wind had raged 
itself to rest many scores of patriarchal land- 
marks were laid low. Roar of tormented 
woods, howl of wind, crash on crash of 
breaking boughs or falling trees, blended 
to one tune, and a plunging rain came down 
in ropes rather than in lines, driven at a 
fierce angle. 

Night fell, and the pitiless tempest raged 
on, but with the commg of the darkness one 
sign of cheer displayed itself. From the 
windows of the plam old grey-stone mansion 
on the eastern side of the Beacon Hill Ughts 
hegm to glow, first in this chamber and then 
in that, until the whole squat edifice seemed 
charged with warmth and comfort. The 
tempest poured its full strength against the 
grey-stone house. It shook the windows 
with its frantic hand, it shrieked and howled 
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and roared amongst the chimney tops and 
gables, it strained the hasps of the staimch 
oaken doors, and the old house faced it 
with a broadening smUe, and shone the 
brighter by contrast as the night grew 
blacker. 

In the whole roai-mg region there was 
but one man to be foimd abroad, and he 
was making for the grey-stone house. He 
was a portly person with a prosperous-look- 
ing development about the neighbourhood 
of the lower waistcoat, and he was sorely 
tried, though he was as yet on the sheltered 
side of the hill. His heavy black broad- 
cloth was soaked through and through, and 
weighed him down. The icy wet had 
chilled him, and he breathed hard at every 
laboured step. One stiff slope of some fifty 
yards had still to be surmounted before he 
reached the hill-top. Twenty yards further 
lay the house, with all windows beaming. 
It was as yet invisible to him, but in his 
mind's eye he could see it, and the thought 
of it gave him courage. He turned his 
back to the plunging rain, and paused to 
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gather breath before he assaulted the last 
slope of the hill. He had lost his hat, and 
the water trickled out of his hair in rivulets. 

* I've seen worse weather than any they 
can brew m the neighbourhood of Beacon 
Hargate/ he panted to himself, *but it's 
one thing to have a good tight craft under 
your feet, and it's another to be bogged in 
the dark, over half a mile of rotten plough- 
land. All right, my lads, you haven't got 
Jack Jervase under yet. Here goes.' 

With this he faced the hill and the rain 
again, and made his difficult and sUppery 
way upward, impeded by his clinging 
clothes, and snorting like a grampus. Right 
at the crown of the hill, most fortunately 
for the wayfarer, there was a thick coppice 
of stunted trees, which afforded refuge from 
the gale and shelter from the rain. He was 
quite blown by the time he reached it, and 
he clutched at the nearest sapling as a 
drowning man clutches at a spar. He stood 
there perforce for a fuU minute, panting 
hard. Then he shook his head doggedly, 
and muttered a second time : 
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*A11 right, my lads. You haven't got 
Jack Jervase yet.' :Jt 

And then, helping himself along from ) 

hand to hand, he skirted the coppice, until 
he came to the unsheltered brow of the hill. 
It was well for him then that he had some- 
thing to hold on by. Even as it was, he was 
clean lifted from his feet, and it was only 
by a prodigious effort that he saved hhnself 
from being blown away like a leaf. But 
having once struggled past the actual smn- 
mit, he had escaped that danger, and a 
minute later, through howling- wind and 
scourgmg ram, the fire-Ut windows of the 
house were beaming * home ! ' upon him. 
Another instant and his feet were on the 
fcm gravel, and he went scudding before 
the wind until he had gained the comer of 
the house. Here, feeling his troubles over, 
he paused once more for breath, and took 
a drippmg way towards the rear of the 
bmldmg. 

He stayed for an instant to glance in at 
an old-fashioned broad mullioned window. 
He looked into a room where a jolly coal 



V. C. 7 

fire was burning in the grate, and blazing 
up the chimney. About it half-a-dozen 
people sat comfortably grouped, and there 
was a big brown steaming jug upon the 
wooden table in the centre of the room, 
which was paved with the large square tiles 
locally called * quarries/ One of the group 
about the fire turned to this jug and poured 
out fi'om it a generous-looking stream of 
dark brown liquid into a number of mugs 
of the old Stafibrdshire ware, which at that 
time of day was common in rustic house- 
holds, though it seems now to have vanished 
fi'om all places but the shelves of the col- 
lector. The onlooker shivered and spoke 
under his breath. 

* You're making pretty fi-ee with old 
Jack's old October inside there, ain't you ? 
Pretty fine old crowd to come home to ! — 
guzzling at my expense. I'll sort ye.' 

A moment later he was in the room, but 
short as the interval was between the close 
of his speech and his appearance before the 
group about the fire, his temper had appa- 
rently changed, for he broke out in a cheery 
voice : 
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* Hilloa, my lads I I reckon one or two 
of you are weatherbound. Well, you've 
found a snug harbour here, and you're wel- 
come to it. Mary,' he went on, addressing 
a thick-set woman of middle age, who had 
risen at his entrance, and stood before him 
with an embarrassed aspect, * don't tell the 
missus that I'm at home, but go upstairs 
and lay out dry things for me. I'm wet 
through to the marrow. I'll have a drop of 
that myself,' he said, laying a hand on one 
of the mugs and nodding round the little 
circle, with a beaming face. 

One of the men noisily shifted his chair 
to make room for him, and the master of 
the house approached the fire, and, turning 
his back to it, began to steam like a whole 
washing day. 

He sipped comfortably at the creaming 
contents of the mug, and fairly beamed 
upon his guests. 

* You chaps,' he said, * will have to wake 
up by and by. I hope there isn't one of you 
that hasn't got the spirit to go out and fight 
for his Queen and country ? ' 
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* There ain't a-going to be no fightin', 
Mr. Jervase,' said one of the men sheepishly. 

* Don't you make any mistake about 
that, my lad,' said Mr. Jervase. * I've got 
a bit of news for you as will set old England 
in a blaze within another four-and-twenty 
hours. And I suppose I'm the only man 
within five miles that knows it. You mark 
my words, now, all of you. You'll remem- 
ber this night to the last day o' your lives. 
This is the 27th March, this is. The twenty- 
seventh of March in the year of Our Lord 
eighteen hundred and fifty-four. That's a 
dl as wm stick in yL gizzards, my 
hearties. It's a date as will stick in old 
England's gizzard, and ' in the Czar of 
Rooshia's gizzard, and in the gizzard ot 
Napoleon Three. And you can lay your 
oath to that, because Jack Jervase told you.' 

* Why, what's happened, Mr. Jervase ? ' 
asked the man who had spoken earlier. 

* Happened ? ' cried Mr. Jervase. * Why, 
Her Gracious Majesty Queen Victoria has 
sent a message to her Royal 'Ouses of Par- 
liament to say as she's declared war agen the 
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Czar of all the Rooshias. And before a 
month is over your heads, my lads, there'll 
be war amongst the Great Powers of Europe, 
for the first time in eight-and-thirty years/ 

The five men rose to their feet uncon- 
sciously in their excitement. They were 
mere country-side clods, and knew as little 
of the rights and wrongs of that great 
Eastern question which had overshadowed 
the world so long, as the horses they drove 
about the heavy country lanes or the flocks 
they herded. But they broke into a cheer. 

The bringer of the news lifted a hand, 
and waved them into silence. 

* You'll have the missus in to know what 
all that huUaballoo's about,' he said, reprov- 
ingly : * and I don't want to be bothered 
until I've made a change. Now I'll tell 
you what it is, my lads. The Queen wants 
men, and there isn't one of you that isn't fit 
to go a-soldiering. I just tell you this — if 
any one of you, or the whole lot of you, see 
fit to take the Queen's shilling I'll put a 
pound to it for bounty money. Now, you 
needn't cheer again,' he added hastily. 
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As a matter of fact, none of his listeners 
showed any inclination to cheer. War in 
the abstract was a thing to cheer about, but 
war in the concrete — ^war with its possibilities 
— thus brought home to each individual 
mind excited no enthusiasm. 

'You think about that, my lads,' said 
the host, distributing a series of smiling 
nods about him. * Old Jack Jervase's day 
is over, or he'd be at it again, and so I teU 
you. It's many and many a year now since 
I heard a shot fired in anger, or since I 
stood on a ship's deck. But I've got the 
heart for the work still, if I haven't got the 
figger. Hdgh-ho,' he went on, with a re- 
gretfiil moan, * there's no room for a pottle- 
bellied, bald-headed old coot like me atween 
the decks of a man o' war. But if I was 
five-and-twenty years yoimger, why, Grod 
bless my soul, I shouldn't hesitate a minute 1 ' 

The woman he had despatched imme- 
diately upon his entrance retmmed at this 
instant and coughed behind her hand to 
indicate her presence. 

* All ready, Mary ? ' said Mr. Jervase in 
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a ringing and cheery voice. * That's well. 
Don't forget what I've told you, lads : fine 
young chaps like you ought not to desert 
their Queen and country in the hour of 
need. I'll keep my promise. Any one of 
you as takes the sergeant's shilling can 
claim a pound for bounty money from old 
Jack Jervase.' 

So sajring, he rolled, with a nautical gait, 
towards the door by which the domestic had 
re-entered the room, and having reached the 
stairfoot, and finding himself alone, he added, 
with a sudden snarl, * I'd like to give three 
of ye a chance of earning a wooden leg any- 
how — coming into my house and guzzling 
my best beer the very minute my back's 
turned on ye.' 

He found a cheerful fire blazing in his 
own room, and dry clothing laid out before 
it. He began to undress, casting his coat 
into one comer of the room, with a gestiu« 
of exasperation, and his waistcoat into an- 
other. He tugged at his bootlaces angrily, 
muttering to himself meanwhile mere scraps 
of speech in which the words * beer,' and 
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* waste,' and * guzzling beasts/ were audible. 
When he had stripped completely, he gave 
himself a lusty towelling from head to foot, 
and then struggled into the warm, dry rai- 
ment prepared for him. As at the com- 
pletion of his toilet he stood with a pair 
of stiff military brushes working at his hair 
and whiskers, before a big cheval glass, 
he looked eminently British for his day. 
The style is a little changing now, but 
the thick-set sturdy figure, the full paunch, 
the blunt scowling features, the cold grey 
eyes, the double chin, the firm yet sensual 
mouth, were all expressive of his type. The 
suit of pilot cloth into which he had changed 
gave him something of a seafaring look ; but 
the high white collar, the shining black satin 
stock, the heavy gold chain which trailed 
across his waistcoat, and the clean-trimmed 
hirsute mutton-chop on either side the 
heavy jowl combined to make him in- 
tensely respectable to look at. He thrust 
his feet into a pair of wool-lined slippers, 
which he had left toasting tiU the last 
moment before the fire, and took his way 
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downstairs, and along the passage which 
traversed the whole side of the house. His 
face was drawn into a heavy frown as he 
thrust open the door he came to, and he 
entered the room with a cough of magis- 
terial importance. A tall, gaunt man, with 
stooping shoulders, rose to meet him, and 
the expression of Mr. Jervase's face changed 
as if by magic. Something of such a change 
had taken place between his looking in 
on the rustics assembled round his kitchen 
fire and his appearance amongst them. 
But now it was even swifter, and more 
pronounced. 

* Why, (ieneral Boswell 1 ' he cried. 
*This is indeed an unexpected honour. 
I'm proud to see you, sir, beneath my 
'umble roof. Jack Jervase wasn't a very 
distinguished servant of Her Majesty. He 
never held the Queen's commission, sir; 
but he fowt beneath his country's flag, 
and he'll always feel it an honour to wel- 
come a superior officer of the sister arm.' 

He said this with a laugh, and a roll 
of the head, as if to carry off by his own 
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geniality any sense of presumption which 
might appear to lurk within his speech, 
and he bent low over the hand which was 
proffered to him. 

The visitor's type was as pronouncedly 
English as John Jervase's own, and yet it 
could hardly have differed further from it if 
the two men had been inhabitants of planets 
strange to one another. John Jervase was 
British bourgeois from head to foot, and the 
General from crown to sole was an aristo- 
crat. His very figure told the observer 
that, and the manly aquiline features and 
the mild, yet searching blue eye had never 
left an instant's doubt about it in the mind 
of any man. He was some six feet four in 
stature, and the slight stoop which sat upon 
his shoulders looked somehow as if it had 
been brought about by the innate courtesy 
of a man who could not refrain from bend- 
ins to people of inferior stature. It scarcely 
SL<rLm the miltt^y cl«.r«*er of h^ 
carriage, and, indeed, the General could 
stand up straight enough when he chose, 
as divers of the old incorrigibles who had 
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been under his command in many climates 
knew fill! well. It was always a bad sign 
to one of these when he saw the General 
square his shoulders : and if, in addition to 
this, both hands were sent at the same time 
to twist the ends of the great drooping grey 
moustache, the old offender knew that his 
pUght was serious indeed. Yet, for a griz- 
zled old campaigner, who was now growing 
nigh to three score years, the General was 
marvellously mild and sweet in manner. 
His features, to be sure, were high, and in 
some of their signs a little harsh ; but his 
mouth was very gentle in expression, and 
the large yet deepset eyes beamed with a 
kind simplicity. It was a common sajring 
in his fighting days that Boswell's men 
would have followed him into hell. But 
children trusted and loved him at sight; 
and it was a pretty picture sometimes in 
his social hours to see him as the centre 
of a bevy of young girls — over whom he 
always seemed to exercise a perfectly un- 
conscious fascination. 

* You Ve been to town, Jervase, I under- 
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stand,' said the GeneraL * What's the news 
there?' 

* The news, sii%' said Mr. Jervase. * The 
news, sir, has come at last, and by this time 
I suppose Her Majesty's forces have got 
their marching orders.' 

* D6 you mean it's war, Jervase ? ' cried 
the General. 

* I mean it's war, sir,' Jervase answered. 
* The latest news, before I came away, was 
that the Queen had sent a message to Par- 
liament that negotiations with the Czar are 
broken off. The message goes on to say 
that Her Majesty relies upon her faithM 
subjects to protect the Sultan against the 
encroachments of Russia.' 

His manners and his accent were alike 
more dignified than they had been when 
he addressed the rustic crowd. It could 
be seen that he had one manner for the 
kitchen and another for the parlour. 

* At last 1 ' said the G^eneral, half under 
his breath. *At lastl Well, everybody 

has seen it coming, and there ' he went 

on, turning upon his heel and speaking in a 





18 V. C. 

raised voice, * there is your chance, Poison. 
You're a lucky dog, not even to have your 
commission from your agent's hands, and 
yet to be on the edge of the biggest cam- 
pidgn since Waterloo/ 

A lad of three-and-twenty had risen 
from a seat in the comer of the room at 
the moment of John Jervase's entry. He 
had risen so hastily that he had overtmmed 
half a set of chessmen from the board on 
which he had been plajring, into the lap 
of a pretty girl, his partner in the game; 
but he had listened so intently, from the 
General's first question, that he was un- 
conscious of that slight mishap. He walked 
into the broader light which shone beneath 
the central lamp, and asked eagerly : 

* There's no mistake about that. Dad? 
There's no mistake about it ? ' 

The speaker was Jervase's son, as a 
stranger seeing them under the same roof 
would have been ready to swear at sight. 
He was taller than his father by a good 
four inches; and the family resemblance, 
striking as it was, did not pierce so deep 
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as the expression of the face. The father's 
blunt features were softened in the boy's, 
and though the look of energy was there, 
it was altogether lifted and spiritualised — 
possibly, perhaps, by the intense feeling of 
the moment. 

* And there'll be no mistake about 
my commission?' the young man asked. 
* There's no fear of any delay, or any 
official nonsense ? ' 

* I sent my cheque to the agent before 
I left the town,' his father answered, * and 
I expect you'll get your call to boot and 
saddle within a day or two at the outside.' 

The pretty girl who had been playing 
chess with the young man in the comer 
laid down the pieces which had fallen in her 
lap. She placed them on the board, with a 
meaningless precision, and looked straight 
before her with wide eyes, and a face which 
had slowly grown paler and more pale. 

* Poison, my boy,' said the General, *I 
congratulate you. You are a lucky fellow.' 
He held out his right hand, and as the 
young man grasped it, he laid his left upon 

o3 
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his shoulder. * They won't keep you long 
at the Depot/ he said^ ^ for a man who can 
shoot straight, and ride to hounds, is half a 
soldier already. God bless you, my lad. 
You'll do your duty well, I know.' 

There was silence in the room, and the 
noise of the storm outside, which nobody 
had hitherto thought about, fell upon the 
ears of all four, as if it had not been a 
familiar tone for hours, but as if it had but 
awakened at that instant. They all stood 
listening, for by this time the girl also had 
risen from her seat, and had made an in- 
determinate movement forward towards the 
centre of the room. And out of the boom 
and thunder of the storm there suddenly 
came a wild clatter of horses' feet, and a 
heavy gate was heard to fall back upon its 
fastening. An instant later there was a 
mad tugging at the front door bell, and an 
insaner clatter at the knocker. Jervase 
himself rushed to answer this sudden and 
unexpected summons, and opening the door 
unguardedly, was blown back into the hall, 
from the walls of which every hanging 
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picture and every garment were swept by 
the incoming blast, like leaves. It somided 
as if the house were coming down. 

A drenched, bareheaded figure staggered 
into the hall, wind-driven, and would have 
fallen had not Jervase clutched at it. The 
newcomer and the master of the house 
held on to each other, and Jervase panted 
hoarsely : 

' You ? What's the matter ? ' 
*The matter?* said the new arrival. 
* The matter's ruin 1 ' 



22 V. C. 



CHAPTER II 

The clatter of the tumbling objects in the 
hall brought out the General and Jack 
Jervase's son. The girl peered with a 
whiter face than ever from the parlour 
doorway, and a fourth auditor came upon 
the scene in the person of an elderly woman 
in black satm and old lace, who rushed into 
the hall with frightened eyes and upraised 
hands, in time to hear the question and the 
answer. 

To make clear what the question and the 
answer meant to the four people who heard 
them, I must go back a step. 

Jack Jervase ran away from home when 
the nineteenth century was in its teens. He 
had left behind him a harum-scarum reputa- 
tion, and, save for his father and mother, 
but a solitary relative of his own name. 
When he came back, with coin in pouch, 
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and the story of a life of strange adventure 
behind him, the old folks had been dead a 
dozen years, and the solitary cousin, whom 
he had always derided as a pious sneak, had 
so far prospered in the world's affairs that 
he had left the old-fashioned conventicle in 
which he had had his spiritual upbringing, 
and had become a pillar of the Established 
Church. The cousin had been christened 
Jacob and Noakes ; but he had embroidered 
himself into James Knock Jervoyce; the 
Knocks being a family of some distinction 
in his neighbourhood, and the name 
Jervoyce having, to his fancy, a Norman- 
French sort of aspect which seemed to lift 
its bearer to a superior social height. James 
had many irons in the fire, and seemed to 
be prosperously busy at the commercial 
anvil all day long. Amongst the business 
enterprises he had in hand, there was but 
one which at any time had appeared to yield 
him no return for his labours. He had lent 
money on the strength of the security 
afforded by a brine pit in the neighbourhood 
of Droitwich ; and his creditor having failed 
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in the stipulated payments, James had fore- 
closed upon this property and had imder- 
taken to work it for himself. He foimd 
this enterprise a failure, but since he could 
induce nobody to take it off his hands, he 
worked the property for what it was worth 
from time to time. There were seasons in 
which the pit was almost dry, and when it 
was impossible to work it at a profit. There 
were other seasons when the undergroimd 
sources treated him more favourably. A 
more decided man than Mr. Knock Jervoyce 
would probably have decided to abandon 
the property altogether, and to let one loss 
stand for everything. There was a con- 
siderable cost incurred in the upkeep of 
machinery which was much oftener idle 
than engaged; and the occasional employ- 
ment of the plant was, of course, on the 
average much more expensive than it^ 
constant use would have been, 

James was on the point, after two or 
three years of indecision, of relmquishing 
the working altogether, when Cousin John 
came home. There was a conference be- 
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tween the two, and following on that con- 
ference a very strange thing happened. The 
worthless mine became a property, and one 
of the best of its kind in England. Five 
men knew how this result was brought 
about, and three of them had been for a 
good many years in the enjoyment of a pen- 
sion — one in Australia, one in Canada, and 
one in the United States. These pensions 
were paid by Cousins John and James, and 
paid by no means willingly. Not to boggle 
at this matter, the two cousins, at John's 
instigation, had contrived a simple villainy. 
Very near to the improductive salt pit was 
a noble property of the same kind, and 
John's device had been to tap the wealthy 
neighbour's store by running a Uttle adit 
from the worthless shaft into the rich one. 
It was not an unheard-of thing for the value 
of such properties to fluctuate. A rich mine 
would pay out, and a poor one at a distance 
would become suddenly enriched ; and these 
changes were, no doubt rightly, in the com- 
mon instance attributed to the capricious 
operations of Nature. If the owner of the 
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tapped sources of the cousins' wealth sus- 
pected anything to begin with nobody ever 
knew. The only fact with which we need 
concern ourselves is that the fraud went on 
without exposure for many years, and that 
James and John alike grew fat on it 

A certain hulking ruffian, with an Aus- 
tralian digger's beard, had turned up of late 
to disturb the tranquillity of the partners. 
He had been asking what they regarded as 
an exorbitant price for his silence in respect 
to the construction of that adit which has 
just been mentioned, and had been fobbed 
off from time to time with five or ten 
pounds, Bs the case might be, and with pro- 
mises of more. Young Poison Jervase had 
caught this person slinking about the house 
on the Beacon Hill in what looked to him 
like a suspicious fashion, and an interview 
between the two had resulted in a stand-up 
fight in which the blackmaUer had got very 
much the worst of it. But as he rose from 
the last roimd, and spat out the fragments 
of one or two broken teeth, he said things 
which fiUed the honourable and manly spirit 
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of young Jervase with a terror to which he 
hardly dared to give a name. The terror 
would have named itself loudly enough if 
he had dared but to let it; but next to 
being an honourable man himself, the yoimg 
fellow wanted to believe that he came of 
honest people, and the rascal's threats and 
innuendoes had left him with a dreadM 
doubt upon his mind. 

The combat had taken place at the very 
gate of the grey-stone house, and the old 
lady in the black satin and the costly yellow 
lace had flown out at the finish of it in time 
to hear the threats and innuendoes which had 
brought such trouble to her boy. It was a 
himdred to one that yoimg Poison Jervase 
would have been less disturbed if his mother, 
hearing these things, had not fallen to trem- 
bling and weepmg and wrmging her hands ; 
for he argued, naturally, that she would not 
have been so dreadfiiUy upset if she had not 
feared at least that there was some ground 
for the words which had been spoken in her 
hearing. 

Grcneral Boswell had his concern in the 
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matter, also. He was an admirable soldier, 
but a wretched man of business; and his 
monetary affairs had never prospered imtil 
he had entrusted thein to the hands of the 
cousins Jervase & Jervoyce. Little by little 
he had been drawn on imtil the greater part 
of his investments lay at their control. 

And now for the pretty girl who is 
staring with so alarmed and white a visage 
on the tumult of the hall. This is General 
BosweU's daughter, sole chUd of a late mar- 
riage, and the apple of his eye. She has 
been wandering quite consciously towards 
an engagement with young Poison ; and 
expects him, with excellent reason, to de- 
clare himself at almost any hour. She 
knows of her father's association with Jer- 
vase & Jervoyce, and, indeed, it has been 
a familiar thing to her ever since she came 
to be of an age to imderstand. 

Thus the brief and terrible colloquy be- 
tween the cousins translates itself variously 
for every listener. 

To John Jervase it cries out of guilt 
detected. 
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To Poison Jervase it speaks of half-a- 
dozen things at once; it awakes with a 
crushing sense of certainty that late sus- 
picion ; it tells him of the ruin of the one 
man whom he most loves and honours in 
this narrow world — ^not his father, but the 
grey old father of his sweetheart ; it tells 
him in an instant of a life of narrow means 
for the girl he loves ; it hurls his own hopes 
in the mire, and makes the very thought 
of them a dishonour ; it snatches from him 
the bright prospect of the career on which 
he has set his heart, the gate to which stood 
wide open but a moment earlier. And all 
this in the tick of a watch, in the space 
of time filled by one agonised beat of the 
heart. 

For the girl, whatever it may mean 
hereafter, it means for the moment nothing 
more than a confused leaping of two 
thoughts in one. Her mind is conscious 
only of a mingled cry of * Poison ! ' and of 
* Father ! ' 

So Guilt stares at Guilt, and Terror and 
Suspicion stare at both of them ; and the 
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roaring wind and lashing rain make excla- 
mation dumb. 

Jervase was the first to recover himself. 
He thrust his cousin on one side, and butted 
towards the open door; but he strove in 
vain to close it, until his son and the General 
lent their aid. The hall was sown with 
broken glass and fragments of picture 
frames, and here and there an engraving lay 
wet and crumpled, but not even the house- 
wife regarded these things for the time bemg. 

John Jervase turned from the final 
struggle with the door, and looked about 
him. His face had lost its ruddy tint. His 
eyes stared, his mouth twitched, and his Ups 
were of the colour of lead. The swaggering 
jocimdity of his manner had all gone. The 
very stature of the man seemed changed, 
and the square width of his shoulders was 
shnmk and roimded. He moistened his 
leaden lips three times with his tongue, and 
each time tried to speak in vain. 

* Come in,' he said at last, in a harsh and 
rasping voice. And they all moved auto- 
matically into the parloiu:, he leading them. 
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They grouped there at the end of the centre 
table, and the instinct of the trembling 
housewife so far awoke within her that 
she closed the door, lest the servants and 
hangers-on about the house should hear 
what she knew was coming. 

James Jervoyce, a mean-statured man, 
of meaner feature, with his hair plastered 
about his forehead by the rain, and the 
water dripping from his cape, stood as the 
centre of all eyes. His face was of the hue 
of grey paper, and he gasped for breath, and 
trembled. 

*Pol,' said John Jervase, waving his 
right hand blindly, * give me— give me the 
decanter and a tumbler.' 

Both lay near at hand, and Jervase, 
having primed himself with a great gulp of 
neat brandy, spoke again. 

*Now, James,' he asked, * what's the 
matter? What do you mean by coming 
here to scare a peaceful house in this wild 
fashion ? ' 

The accent was the accent of his youth, 
the broadest speech of the Castle Barfield 
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region. James seemed incapable of answer, 
and his cousin, laying a hand anew upon 
the decanter, filled the glass almost to the 
brim, and held it out to him. 

* Get a heart into you,' he said gruffly, 
* and speak out 1 ' 

The timider of the guilty pair drank un- 
warily, not knowing what was offered to 
him, and fell into a fit of coughing. The 
rest awaited him in a tense expectation. At 
last he controlled himself, and spoke, sipping 
from time to time to moisten his dry Ups. 

*You know,' he said, glancing at the 
floor and at the faces round him alternately, 
*you know that when old General Airey 
died, that yoimg cub De Blacquaire came 
into the Droitwich property.' 

*Well,' said John Jervase, *we know 
that. Gk) on. What about it ? ' 

* You know,' said James, * that his pro- 
p^y and ours neighboured each other. 
The young skunk has trumped up a charge 
against us of havmg tapped his brine, and 
having lived on the property of his estate 
for twenty years past.' 
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*Well,' said John Jervase, * that's a 
pretty cool piece of impudence, to be sure I 
But what is there to make a howl about ? ' 

*He has got some suborned evidence 
from somewhere/ James answered, *some 
scoundrels who pretend that they were 
employed by you and me to do the work.' 

*Well,' said John once more, *what is 
there in that to make a howl about? Is 
there no law in England — ^is there no way 
of making a fool and a knave smart for it, 
if they see fit to assail the reputation of two 
honest men like you and me, James ? ' His 
voice began to take something of its old 
ring. *I wonder at you— tearin' up like a 
madman at this time o' night, and in this 
weather, with a yam like that. Why, man, 
what's come to you? Missus,' he turned 
towards his wife, * teU one of the wenches 
to get James a change, and when he's done 
that well sit down in quiet, and talk this 
matter over.' 

*De Blacquairel' he went on, as his 
wife left the room to obey his order. ' De 
Blacquaire, indeed ! Who's De Blacquaire ? 

D 
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It'll go pretty hard with you and me, James, 
if we can't put down a pound between us 
where he can put down twenty shillings. 
And libel's libel in this country, James, and 
them as chooses to talk it can be made to 
pay for it And any man as assaults the 
honest fame of Jack Jervase has got Jack 
Jervase to tackle, my lad. I've fowt the 
Queen's enemies, and I've fowt my own, 
and I'U stand fightin' tiU I die.' 

*My dear Jervase,' said the General. 
* My dear Mr. James ! I need not tell you, 
I am sure, how entirely certain I am that 
a very grievous error has been made in this 
matter. But I can't imderstand — I really 
cannot imderstand — why an absurd charge 
of that sort should be at all disturbing to 
you.' He turned upon Mr. James with an 
air of mild remonstrance, and laid a friendly 
hand upon his shoulder. 'Really, really, 
really,' he said, ' I thought you had more 
courage.' 

Mr. James was for the moment entirely 
deprived of that most usefid quality. What 
with the chill which was coming upon him 
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after a hasty and danserous ride in that 
pelting r«n W bitteT^d ttoough whid. 
he had travelled, and what with the per- 
turbation of his spirit, he trembled like a 
shaken jelly, and his eyes were full of 
terror. John Jervase, obviously with the 
intent to make a diversion, turned upon him 
with a question. 

* Didn't you come on horseback ? ' he 
asked. His cousin stared at him with an 
idiotic want of apprehension of the question's 
meaning. * Didn't you come on horse- 
back?' Jervase asked more loudly than 
before. 

* I — I suppose so,' stammered James. 

^ Suppose so ! ' his cousin snarled at him, 
laying an unfriendly hand upon him and 
jolting him roughly to and fro. *You 
came on a horse, didn't you ? And if you 
didn't, how the devil did you get here ? ' 

*Yes, yes, John,' the trembling rascal 
answered. * I came on horseback, to be 
sure — of course I came on horseback. How 
else,' he asked feebly, * could I have got 
here on a night like this ? ' 

D 2 
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* Then where's the horse ? ' Jervase de- 
manded. 

*I don't know,' said James. *He has 
been here before, he knows his way to the 
stables. I — I heard him clattering off in 
that direction, I am almost sure.' He made 
a pitiable attempt to collect himself, and 
prattled on. ' Oh, yes, I am quite sure 
now — he clattered off towards the stables — 
I remember — he has been here before, and 
he would know his way. He's in the 
groimds in any case, for I know that the 
gate closed behind him.' 

* Why didn't you stop for half a minute, 
anyhow ? ' asked Jervase, who was glad of a 
chatice to recover a seeming of composure 
for himself under the shelter of a pretended 
anger. *Why didn't you give somebody 
the word in place of leaving a vallyble 
beast like that wandering about in a 
tempest ? ' 

*I don't know,' James answered, as 
feebly as ever. * I was in a hurry to get in.' 

At this his cousin's temper broke alto- 
gether, or he was willing to relieve the 
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tension of his own mind by allowing it to 
seem as if it did so. 

*Of all the fimking, skimking, silly 
cowardly devils ' 

The G^eneral took him by the arm with 
a commanding grip. 

* You forget, my good Jervase, you for- 
get — my daughter is present, and she is not 
accustomed to have her ears assailed by that 
sort of language.' 

*I beg your pardon,' said Jervase, suddenly 
cooling down. * I beg ten thousand pardons 
— I beg Miss Irene's pardon most of all. I 
forgot myself, and I apologise.' 

He bowed to the girl and fell to pacing 
up and down the room, casting glances of 
wrath at the messenger of ill news. 

The General, fearing a new outburst, 
turned to the old lady with his courtliest air. 

* We are all a little agitated for the 
moment by the strange tidings Mr. Jervoyce 
has brought us, and they involve some 
matters of business about which it will be 
better for us to hold a consultation between 
ourselves. Will you be so very kind as to 
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take Irene elsewhere for a little while ? ' His 
voice and manner were perfectly composed, 
and his face lit up with one of his rare sweet 
smiles as he added : * I do not believe, my 
dear Mrs, Jervase, that I have ever, in the 
whole course of my three-score years, so far 
transgressed as to drive a lady from her own 
parlour, until now.' 

* We will go,' said Mrs. Jervase, and the 
General stepping to the door threw it open, 
and stood for his hostess and his daughter to 
go by. Irene looked first at young Poison 
Jervase with a glance of fear and inquiry, 
and the young fellow responded to it only by 
a ciut nod of the head, as much as to say 
* Go ! ' She looked into her father's face as 
she passed through the doorway, and the old 
man smiled down on her reassuringly. 

* This will all be over in a few minutes, 
dear,' he said, * and then I will send for you.' 
He closed the door gently, and turned to face 
the trio in the room. 

* I have apologised to the ladies,' said 
Jervase, * already ; but I owe an apology to 
you, GrcneraL I'm very sorry that my 
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temper earned me b«=k to my old sea&ring 
manners; but»' with a savage look at his 
cousin, * a coward's my loathing. I hate the 
sight of a coward worse than I hate the smell 
of a rotten egg.' 

* Let us try to understand things/ said 
the General. *Mr. James has brought his 
tidmgs in such a maimer that they are 
evidently very serious to his mind. Had 
he brought them coolly I should have 
smiled at them. As it is, I think we must 
come to an explanation.' 

* Certainly, Gteneral,' Jervase answered. 
* Let us come to an explanation. Get on, 
James. Who's this suborned rascal you 
have been telling us about ? ' 

James began to pull off his dripping 
overcoat, which by this time had left a little 
pond of water on the carpet round about 
him, and to fumble m the inner breast 
pocket of it. * There are three of them,' he 
answered, and for a while he said no more. 
The General looked from him to John 
Jervase, and back again, and if his face were 
at all an index to his mind, he saw something 
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which did not please him. His stooping 
shoulders straightened, and one hand went 
up to stroke the grey moustache. His 
brows straightened, his mild grey-blue eye 
grew stem, and his mouth was ruled into a 
straight line. The fact was that the General 
had had an ahnost lifelong experience in the 
great art of reading men, and though he had 
preserved a child-like simplicity in his deal- 
ings with the world, the fact was due a 
thousand times more to the charity of his 
heart than to any want of penetration. He 
was one of those who suspect nothing until 
suspicion is actually shaken awake, and who 
then see with a piercing clearness signs 
which would escape many who pride them- 
selves upon their shrewdness. And when 
James Jervoyce faltered out the words, 
' There are three of them 1 ' John Jervase 
gave a start and a look which indicated an 
instant understanding. 

*He knows those three,' said General 
Boswell to himself. 

*De Blacquaire's lawyer gave me their 
names to-day,' said Jervoyce, who had by 
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this time found what he had been fumbling 
for in the pocket of his overcoat. ' Here 
they are/ 

He reached out a crumpled piece of 
paper to his cousin, who took it from him, 
and, after a single glance at it, started again, 
and, pale as he was abready, grew still paler. 

* He knows those three,' said the Gteneral, 
voicelessly, and without a spoken word 
reached forward and took the crumpled 
page from Jervase's unresisting hand. 
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CHAPTER III 

There was what seemed like a long silence, 
though in reality it endured only for a few 
seconds, whilst General Boswell searched 
for his gold-rimmed reading glasses, and 
balanced them on the bridge of that high 
Quixote nose. By and by, he began to 
read with great slowness and deliberation, 
pausing at every other instant to direct a 
look of calm inspection from John to James, 
and back again. * William Ford,' he read. 
Ninth Avenue, Freemans Town, Ontario.' 
He paused after the name of the man — he 
paused after the name of the street — he 
paused after the name of the town, and 
he paused again when he had completed the 
reading of the address. The last pause was 
longer than the others had been, and he 
resumed his reading like a man of ice. 
* William Buckle, Lafayetteville, Pennsyl- 
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vania, U.S.A. G^eorge Lightfoot, late of 
Melbourne, now in England.' 

He laid the paper down upon the table 
with a firm hand, and with a slight shake of 
the head threw the glasses from their place. 
* Do you know these men ? ' he asked, direct- 
ing his inquiry to Jervoyce. 

* No,' he said, * I never heard of any one 
of 'em.' His shifty eye tried in vain to 
meet his questioner's, and he began to 
fumble nervously with other papers which 
he had drawn from his pocket in his search 
for the first. 

' It needs no penetration to discover that 
this man is Ij^g,' said the General to him- 
self. He addressed his question to John 
Jervase, who made shift somehow to meet 
his look. ' Do you know these men ? ' he 
asked. 

* No,' John answered, * I never heard of 
one of them. It's a conspiracy,' he cried, 
suddenly, * that's what it is ! It's a con- 
spiracy ! Quit shaking, you wretched cow- 
ard ! Stand up and fight this infernal libel 
like a man. Ain't there two of us ? If this 
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wicked charge is brought against James 
Knock Jervoyce, ain't it brought as well 
against Jack Jervase, his cousin and his 
partner ? Look at me 1 You don't see me 
shivering and shaking like a frightened rab- 
bit with a weasel after him,' 

* Ah ! ' cried James, in a weak exaspera- 
tion, *it all very well for you. It might 
mean loss of money to you at the worst ; 
but I'm the man they're going for.' 

* Oh,' said John, ' you are, are you ? And 
why's that ? ' 

^Stubbs told me this afternoon,' said 
James, ^ that he could smash me dead, but 
so far he has no particle of evidence against 
you.' 

A light sprang into the burly scoimdrel's 
eyes. He veiled it in an instant, but not 
before two of the quartette there present 
had read it. The boy turned away, groan- 
ing, and the General looked after him with 
a face j&om which all sternness disappeared 
for a moment. 

* Poor lad ! ' he said, within doors. * Poor 
ladr 
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* Now, look here/ said John Jervase, 
* they haven't got any evidence agen you 
any more than they have agen me. The 
whole thing's a put-up job. If it was De 
Blaequaire's doing, he'd have gone for me 
rather than for you, because he always hated 
me, and I've put him down more than once 
or twice at Petty Sessions, and taught him 
to know his place. But De Blaequaire's an 
officer and a gentleman ' — he made a burly 
bow towards the General — * and I don't 
suppose for a minute that he'd be guilty 
even of dreaming of such a piece of rascality 
as this. It's much more likely to be some 
pettifogging lawyer's game— some sneaking 
rogue that's got these fellow-rascals round 
him, with an idea of doing a little bit of 
blackmail. Stubbs is a decent fellow — for a 
lawyer. I don't think Stubbs would have a 
finger in that sort of pie, any more than his 
master. But Stubbs has been got at ; that's 
how it'll turn out, you bet. Keep your 
pecker up, James,' he added, in a tone 
which the patron and the bully spoke at 
once. * Well take care of you. Just you 



46 V. C. 

trust to old Jack Jervase — that's your game, 
my lad. He'll fight the battle for the pair 
of us,' 

Between his pretence of having thought 
the matter out impartially, and his other 
pretence of encouraging his timid relative, 
he had talked himself back into something 
like his common aspect, and his common 
manner ; and there was a little of the nauti- 
cal swagger in the few steps he took towards 
the table, where he applied himself again to 
the decanter. 

Just then a knock sounded at the door, 
and the voice of the domestic from the 
kitchen was heard saying that Mr. James's 
change of clothes was ready for him in the 
master's bedroom. 

* You know your way, James,' said 
Jervase. * You'd better get into dry tog- 
gery at once. The missus wiU have a bed- 
room ready for you in half an hour. 
Meanwhile, you go and change ; and when 
you come back we'll forget this nonsense 
over a bowl of punch. We've both had a 
drenching this wild night, and we shall 
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neither of us be the worse for a good 
Captain's nip.' 

James stole furtively away, making him- 
self as small as possible, and the General's 
eye followed him to the door. 

* Jervase,' said the General, with a sus- 
picion of satire in his voice, * your cousin 
seems to take this ridiculous matter rather 
seriously.' 

* I don't know why he should, sir,' 
Jervase answered. * He's had an honest 
reputation all his life. Now what is there 
in this,' he went on, taking up the scrap of 
writing the General had laid upon the table, 
' what is there in this to frighten anybody ? 
Who's William Ford, of Ontario, for in- 
stance? William Buckle, U.S.A. — ^who's 
he ? And what's this other fellow's name — 
Gteorge Lightfoot, late ot Melbourne, now 
in England ' 

' Why ! ' cried Poison, suddenly, ' that's 
the very blackguard I ' 

He paused suddenly, and turned with a 
gesture of dismay. He had given himself 
no time to calculate the significance of the 
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words he had used, and they were no sooner 
spoken than he knew intuitively that he 
had at least in part betrayed his father. A 
lad of a more honest impulse and conduct 
could not have been found in all England ; 
but even if his father were a rogue — ^and the 
belief that he was nothing short of that had 
already shocked him to the heart — ^it was 
not a son's business to betray him. It was 
the son's concern to suffer his own share of 
shame, if shame should come, and to pre- 
serve a front of unshaken confidence. Poison 
was frozen at his own indiscretion. 

^ That is the blackguard/ said the General, 
with a certain silky quiet which had in his 
time grown to be very terrible to people 
who had come to understand its meaning, 

* that is the blackguard. Poison ? Be good 
enough to enlighten us a little further. You 
have some acquaintance with Lightfoot, late 
of Melbourne, now in England, though your 
father has no knowledge of him.' 

*What do you know about any fellow 
of that name?' Jervase asked wrathfiilly. 

* What bee have you got in your bonnet ? ' 
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* Let us see the bee, Poison, let us see 
the bee.' 

*Why, sir,' said Poison, turning with 
outspread hands of appeal, *it comes to 
nothing. It happened a week or two ago 
that I found a hulking fellow with a digger's 
beard and a red shirt — one of those chaps 
we've seen lately back from Ballarat and 
Geelong — skulking about outside the gate. 
I asked him what he wanted, and he was 
drunk and abusive, and — well, I had to give 
him a hiding.' 

* Yes,' said the General, * you had to give 
him a hiding. Why ? ' 

* I've told you, sir,' Poison stammered. 
* The fellow was drunk, and — when I ordered 
him away, he got so beastly cheeky that I 
had to go for him.' 

* Before this happened,' said the General, 
somewhat drawling on the words, * you ex- 
changed cards and confidences?' Poison 
stretched out his hands again in appeal, 
and the General, lookiag at him with a 
countenance impassive as the Sphinx, felt 
a pang of pity in his heart, for the lad was a 
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good lad, and the old warrior knew it, and 
he aad been near to loving him, this past 
half-dozen years. And the boy was not 
merely pale with the suflFering of his mind, 
but his very eyes had lost their colour, as a 
man's eyes do when he has received a shot 
in battle. The General knew that look, 
and had seen it in the eyes of dymg com- 
rades. It touched him nearly, but he gave 
no sign. *Why did the man tell you his 
name, and that he came from Melbourne ? ' 

* He said,' Poison returned, desperately, 
*that he wanted to see Mr. Jervase, and 
that he meant to see him. He said my 
father would wish anybody in hell who tried 
to hide him. That's all, sir.' 

*And you, Jervase,' said the General, 
* never heard of this man ? ' 

* Never in my life,' Jervase answered 
bluntly. * The world's gone mad, I fancy. 
Everybody's making a fuss about a thing 
that'll be forgotten in a week's time. Why 
didn't you,' he continued, turning sternly upon 
Poison, ' why didn't you tell me about this ? ' 

'A man can't make a shindy about it 
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every time he has a tum-up with a tramp,' 
Poison answered. ' I didn't think it worth 
while to talk about it.' 

' Poison,' said the General, * I've known 
you since you were no higher than my knee, 
tod I've never had a shadow of a reason to 
doubt your word. I don't want you to turn 
informer and I shan't ask you another 
question. You had better leave your father 
and myself to talk this out together.' 

* No, sir,' said Poison, * there's trouble in 
the house, and I'm going to stay here, unless 
I get my father's orders to go away.' 

Now John Jervase was undoubtedly a good 
deal of a rogue, but no man is all of a piece, 
and he had one or two good characteristics. 
Amongst them was a true and deep affection 
for his only son, and if at the begmnmg of 
his career he had had any such hope of 
honour and credit as his son had bidden fair 
to bring him as he neared the close of it, he 
would have made a better man. Poison's 
quietly expressed resolve pinched him a little 
inwardly, and he gave the boy a glance of 
gratitude. 

B 3 
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• I don't say go, lad — I say stay. I've 
honoured and respected General Boswell 
since we first came to be neighbours, twenty 
years ago; and now I should have a very 
poor eye indeed ii* I couldn't see that he's 
on the way to lose his respect for me, if 
events don't change his mind. But if there's 
anjTthing to be browt against Jack Jervase, 
let Jack Jervase's lad stand by and hear it, 
and see how his father takes the ackisation.' 

'Very well, Jervase,' said the General. 
* We will have it so. I have an interest in 
this affair, and I must tell you plainly that 
your manner is so very strange that I feel 
scarcely comfortable under it. You are a 
business man, and you must not object to 
my using business terms. Very nearly the 
whole of my fortune is invested in your 
hands. If your credit is seriously shaken, 
and, above all, if it is shaken by such a 
charge as is now being brought against the 
firm, my daughter and I are on the verge of 
ruin. It wouldn't greatly matter about an 
old campaigner like myself, for I am not yet 
so far broken that I can't still run in harness. 
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But I have my little girl to think of, and 
for her sake I am going to do my duty, as a 
business man, however unpleasant it may be 
to me to do it/ 

* The scandal can't touch you, sir.' 
The Grcneral smiled sternly. 

* It can't touch me in one way, but it 
may break my fortune. Now answer me 
this one question. What is the worth of 
the brine which has been pumped up from 
our workings since the firm of Jervase & 
Jervoyce began to prosper in that enter- 
prise?' 

* I can tell you that, sir, roughly, in the 
turn of a hand. First and last, two hundred 
thousand pounds. That may be a thousand 
wrong on one side or the other — ^it may 
even be five thousand wrong on the one side 
or the other — but I'll guarantee that it's not 
more than that.' 

*So that if this claim, whether by fair 
means or by foul, could be established, the 
firm could be made responsible in a Civil 
Court for that sum.' 

* Exactly, sir. The case being esta- 
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blished, the firm would be responsible for 
every penny.' 

* And for how large a share/ the General 
asked, * am I personally responsible ? ' 

'Each member of the firm/ Jervase 
answered, ' is responsible in his own person 
for the whole amount. There's no limitation 
of liability.' 

The conversation was marked by less 
excitement than it had been on the one side, 
and by a more business-like manner on the 
other. 

'You needn't fear, sir,' said Jervase. 
' James and I are good to meet the whole 
of the obligations, and, apart fi^om that, these 
fellows who are being brought up against us 
are the very scum of the earth. T don't 
suppose that any Court of Law would listen 
to them.' 

' No ? ' asked the General, with sudden 
keenness. *And why are they the very 
scum of the earth ? You don't know the 
men ? ' 

Jervase was visibly disconcerted. He 
stammered as he answered : 
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*Why, what else but the scum of the 
earth can they be, to have trumped up a 
lying case like this ? ' 

* 'Mph I ' said the General. * Be that as 
it may, as a partner in this concern, I may 
conceivably be made liable for two hundred 
thousand pounds ? ' 

* That's the law, sir.' 

* That being so, I must take this business 
into my own hands. Until I am legally 
advised to a contrary action I shall take no 
step without informing you of it. But the 
thing is too serious to be neglected, and I 
have little liking for your way of meet- 
ing it, Jervase, though I like your cousin's 
less.' 

After this declaration, there was silence 
for the space of a full minute, and then James 
came back, his slight figure absurdly cos- 
tumed in his cousin's clothes, which were too 
long for him in the arm, too short in the leg, 
and too full everywhere. 

* Your cousin and I, Mr. Jervoyce,' said 
the Grcneral, ^ have arrived at a partial under- 
standing, and I must make the position clear 
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as between you and myself. When did you 
first hear of this accusation ? ' 

* To-day,' said James* * Never a word 
until to-day.' 

* When did you hear of this man Light- 
foot, late of Melbourne, and now in Eng- 
land ? ' James cast a piteously beseeching eye 
towards Jervase, and the General held out 
a hand towards the latter as if to interdict 
the speaking of a word. He repeated his 
question. * When did you first hear of the 
man Lightfoot, late of Melbourne ? Now, 
come, sir,' the General cried, in a voice of 
command, *you are here to answer that 
question on yoiur own responsibility. You 
don't choose to answer ? Now, the story is 
that these men have been blackmailing you. 
Assuming that story to be true, they have 
been paid, and it is evident that there must 
be some means of discovering the channel 
through which payments have been made. 
Are you prepared to submit to an examina- 
tion of yoiur books ? ' 

* I am,' said John Jervase, * willingly, at 
any moment.' 
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* You ! ' cried James. 

* And not you ? ' said the General. 

* Well, that simplifies matters/ 

The wretched James had all but sur- 
rendered himself to fate a quarter of an 
hoiur before, and now, seeing that he had 
betrayed himself, he cast the case up alto- 
gether, and, throwing both arms upon the 
table, fell on his knees beside it, dropped his 
face upon his hands, and began to whimper. 

* Wait a bit, sir,' cried John Jervase. 

* Now just wait one minute and I'll put the 
case before you. Here are the facts. I 
should be obliged if you would take a seat, 
sir, and allow me to do the same.' He 
moved a chair towards the table with great 
deliberation, sat down leisurely, reached out 
for the decanter, filled his glass, emptied it 
and set it down — ^all with a certain look of 
weighty purpose. * I'm going to make a 
clean breast of it, sir. I should leave James 
to do it if he was capable of doing anything 
but whimper like a kicked charity boy. 
It's a bit to my discredit to speak the plain 
truth, because I've got to admit that I have 
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certainly made an effort to deceive you. 
That isn't creditable, and it goes again the 
grain to admit it. I said I didn't know this 
fellow Lightfoot. That was a lie. I know 
him well. I told the lie to shelter James.' 

James lifted a beslobbered fece, stared 
at the speaker for a single instant, and then 
allowed his head to faU upon his hands agam. 

* I did it to shelter James,' Jervase re- 
peated, and as he spoke he dealt his cousin 
a sharp kick beneath the table, as if to be- 
speak that worthy gentleman's particular 
attention. ^ James, to tell the truth about 
him, since it must be told, has always had 
two sides to him. He was a solid chapel- 
goer till he was thirty, and he was a deacon 
or an elder, or something of that sort ; but 
he always had some httle game on on the 
sly, and he always succeeded in keeping his 
Piccadillies pretty quiet. When he began 
to make money, he went over to the Church 
and took the plate round at collecting time, 
and got to be a sidesman, and a trustee, and 
I don't know what all. He never married, 
but he's never been without a quiet little 
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home of his own, with a lady at the head of 
the table — have ye, James ? ' 

James groaned, but made no verbal 
answer. 

* Now this loafer of a Lightfoot had a 
sister, and in respect of her, there's no doubt 
about it that something discreditable might 
have been laid to James. For once in his life, 
he acted like a fool, and he wrote the girl a 
pile of letters. This fellow Lightfoot got hold 
of 'em, and he's made James pay through 
the nose ever since. Now the girl's dead, 
and the thing's so old, James has refused to 
keep this lazy beggar in his idleness and his 
dissipations any longer. The fellow's tried 
to frighten him with the letters, and, failing 
in that, he's worked up this lie against the 
firm, has got two more blackguards to swear 
to it, seemingly, and there's the whole truth 
about the matter. I suppose they've got up 
some sort of a case, or Stubbs wouldn't be 
looking at it. But we shall blow it all to 
smithereens when we get them in the wit- 
ness box. Now, that's the whole of the 
matter. Speak for yourself, James — make 
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a clean breast of it. Isn't that the truth ? 
I haven't exaggerated your iniquities, and 
you may just as well own up to 'em.' 

He kicked his cousin a second time again 
by way of warning, and James looked up for 
a second time, and being fortified by the ex- 
pression of his cousin's face, he spoke. 

* It's horribly humiliating to have those 
things said,' he gasped. * But that is the 
truth about the whole transaction. General. 
God forgive m^it's many years ago. But 
that's the miserable truth.' 

* I thmk,' said the General, rising fi?om 
the seat he had taken at his host's invitation, 
^ that it is time for me to go home.' 

'You can't do that, sir,' cried Poison, 
at's impossible. The weather is worse 
than ever. Think of Irene going out in 
such a storm as this I You were weather- 
bound here hours ago, and listen to it 
now. No carriage could live on the hill- 
side to-night.' 

* That is probably true,' said the General 
with great dryness. * And since I am forced 
to intrude myself upon yoiur hospitalities, I 
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will ask you, Poison, to be good enough to 
show me to my room.* 

He walked firom the apartment without 
further speech, Poison following him ; and 
when the sound of footsteps in the passage 
had died, John Jervase rose and closed the 
door. 

*Well, James,' he said with a grating 
laugh, * that cock didn't fight anyhow.' 
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CHAPTER IV 

The oil-lamp which hung in the hall was 
flickering uncertainly as Poison and the 
General walked towards the foot of the 
stah-case, leavmg the passage m darkness 
for a second or two at a time, and then 
flaring up with an unwonted brilliance. 
The young man took a bedroom candle 
from a table at the stairfoot, lit it, and 
motioned the General to precede him. He, 
altogether military in gait, with his shoul- 
ders squared to the utmost, marched upstairs 
as if he were heading an assault by escalade. 
Poison foUowed. draping. 

^ This is your room, sir,' the young man 
said when they came to the end of the 
corridor on which they had entered. He 
threw open the door, and revealed a cheerful 
scene. Tall wax candles flamed here and 
there, a great fire burned with a steady glow 
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on the hearth, and the rich dark maroon 
curtains and hangings of the room gave it 
a secluded, sheltered, and homely look which 
under other circumstances would have been 
wholly comfortable by contrast with the 
elemental war outside. The General walked 
into the apartment bolt upright, and Poison 
stood with the door handle in his grasp, 
waiting to catch his eye for a single instant 
that he might say good-night. The elder 
man wheeled suddenly. 

' Come in ! ' he said. * Come in and 
close the door.' Poison obeyed, wondering 
what was about to happen. ^ I suspect,' 
Boswell began, ^ that I shall have cause to 
be sorry for myself and for somebody much 
dearer to me than myself before this busi- 
ness is over. But I am sorry for you, in the 
meantime, my lad, and I want to tell you 
that you will have to revise your ideas a 
Uttle.' 

* As to what, sir ? ' asked Poison. 

* Unless I am very much mistaken,' the 
elder went on, * the business which has been 
sprung upon us to-night will take some 



64 V. C. 

time to settle, and will make more noise in 
the world than either you or I will care to 
hear. You can't go into the army with 
this hanging over you.' 

' I had made up my mind about that 
already,' said the yoimgster. 

'Well,' the General returned, 'it's a 
bitter pill for you to swallow, and, as I have 
said, I am sorry for you. It wiU not be 
easy for you to be on terms of intimate 
friendship with a man who is compelled to 
fight your father tooth and nail, and there is 
nothing else for it at this moment but for 
you and me to say good-bye. Things may 
right themselves, but I see no use in minc- 
ing matters, and I tell you the honest truth 
when I say that I don't beUeve it, and that 
for the moment I don't even hope for it. 
There are some men,' he added, * who can't 
afford to treat themselves to violent emo- 
tions, and Mr. James Ejiock Jervoyce is one 
of them. I hope your father may be able 
to clear himself of all complicity ; but that 
man's a rascal whatever happens.' 

* Good-bye, sir,' said Poison. 
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* (Jood-bye/ the General answered. He 
held out his hand, but Poison did not see 
that friendly gesture, and he walked from 
the room quite broken, his chin fallen upon 
his breast, and his broad shoulders rounded 
with despondency. He went straight to 
his own room, and there also, after the 
generous fashion of the coimtryside, a 
cheerful fire was burning. It had fallen to 
a settled ruby glow, and though it filled 
the room with warmth, it afforded but little 
light. Poison sat down in the shadow, and 
stared at the heart of the fire. Outside, 
the wind howled and wailed, as if in alter- 
nate wild triumph and wild mourning ; and 
the rain beat upon the window panes in 
driving sheets. But he heard no sound and 
was unconscious of his immediate surround- 
ings. Only two hours ago he had been 
sitting in sweet nearness to the girl he 
loved ; and he had been transcendently and 
tumultuously happy. How happy he had 
not known until the blow came which had 
dashed the structure of his life to pieces. 
He had always longed for a career in the 
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army, and the rumours of war which had 
flown so thickly for the past year and a half 
had served naturally to set a keener edge to 
his desire. A commission had not seemed 
a very likely thing to hope for at one time, 
for in the years before the Crimean War 
the sons of the British bom-geoisie were not 
very welcome in the British army. But as 
his father had cUmbed hand-over-hand to 
wealth, and as one local honour after another 
had fallen upon him, the prospect grew 
clearer. Now, John Jervase for three years 
had held the Commission of the Peace, and 
had taken a part in politics which had made 
him something of a figure in the district. 
He was above all the poor man's friend, and 
had become a great authority on workings 
man economics. He had been foremost in 
the local movement for the establishment 
of the Penny Bank, and had printed a 
pamphlet which somebody else had written 
to his order, which had brought him into a 
favourable prominence. The commission 
for which Poison yearned grew nearer and 
nearer in prospect, and at last he had almost 
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placed his hand upon it. Now it was 
gone — ^gone, in all probability, beyond re- 
trieval, and that alone would have been 
enough for an average grief. Yet it was 
barely a tithe of the sudden burden he had 
to bear. He had lost Irene, and any man 
who has ever been seriously in love knows 
what that may mean to the heart of three- 
and-twenty. And even this was not all, 
for he had lost his father — ^lost irrevocably 
the bluff, outspoken, honourable man of 
whom, in spite of the occasionally disturb- 
ing vulgarities of his manner, he had all his 
life been proud. Confusedly and slowly the 
sense of aU these losses surged upon him. 
Now one was uppermost in his mind, and 
now another ; but they were always linked 
together in one leaden feeUng of heavy 
misery. He sat motionless for a full half- 
hour, staring at the fire. At last a single 
dry sob, which shook him from head to foot, 
escaped him. He rose with a bulldog 
shake of the head, threw back his shoulders, 
and walked resolutely but slowly down the 
staircase. He would have it out then and 
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there, he declared to himself, and would 
come to an imderstandihg with his father. 
He would actually know the truth without 
disguise, and, having learned it, would decide 
upon the conduct of his future life. There 
was no thought of desertion in his mind, 
but there was a great longing to be at 
action, to be striving with something for a 
settled purpose ; and no settled purpose was 
possible for him until he and his father 
could stand heart to heart and face to 
face, with all pretence between them broken 
down. 

The hall lamp had flickered out, as it 
had threatened to do, and he groped his 
way in darkness, though at another moment 
he would have walked with the sure foot of 
custom blindfold about the house. Some- 
how, the whole tide of his purpose seemed 
suddenly to ebb. He became conscious of 
the night, and stood in the dark to listen to 
its wild voices. There were other voices in 
the air, for he could hear his father speaking 
in a deep, loud hum, and Jervoyce answering 
from time to time in a treble like that of an 
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hysteric woman. He felt his way to a hall 
chair which had its place close to the parlour 
door, and sat down there to wait until he 
should find his father alone. He could hear 
no words from where he sat, but through 
all the plangent noises of the storm he could 
discern anger and command in his father's 
voice, and a querulous appeal which had a 
note of rage in it in the voice of his father's 
companion. He paid but little heed, for his 
heart was growing numbed, and no distinct 
thought any longer foimd a place in his 
mind. Sitting there in the dark aiid the 
cold, he grew barely conscious of his own 
pain. This is Nature's mercy. When the 
wound is beyond bearing she draws away 
the sufferer's consciousness, and an extremity 
of agony brings its own relief, if only for a 
little while. A duU ache of respite follows 
the keener agonies alike of bodily and of 
mental pain. So he sat there, duUed and 
numb and empty, and for the moment he 
cared for nothing. 

A gleam of light and the sound of a 
coming footstep awoke him to a knowledge 
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of his surroundings. He did not wish to be 
foimd there sitting miserably in the dark, 
and he arose, and stood uncertain in what 
direction to move. The light grew clearer 
and nearer, and as it turned the comer he 
saw that it was carried by Irene. He forgot 
his impulse towards flight, and stood rooted, 
staring as if he beheld a vision. The Uttle 
figure came forward with uncertain foot- 
steps, one hand holding the candlestick 
overhead and the other groping for the 
wall. The feet trod with a. harsh sound 
on one or two fragments of broken glass 
which had escaped the housemaid's broom. 
A yearning ache fiUed him as the girl came 
nearer, for he saw that her eyes were blind 
with tears. There was no distortion of the 
features, save that the small mouth quivered ; 
and the shining drops brimmed over heavily 
and silently. Not a sigh escaped her, and 
she came on like a figure in a dream. He 
moved forward involuntarily, and her name 
sprang to his lips. 

* Irene 1 ' 

She paused and pressed her disengaged 
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hand upon her eyes to clear them of that 
bitter rain. Then she looked up at him in 
silence, and the big tears began to well over, 
shining like diamonds as they fell to the 
bosom of her dress. It was to be his last 
sight of her in his own home. He knew it, 
and his own heart was like cold iron in his 
breast. She made a picture never to be for- 
gotten ; a picture to be recalled on stormy 
nights at sea ; in many a lonely hour of con- 
templation on alien shores ; in many hours 
of sickness and delirium, in summer heats 
among the vineyards on the banks of Alma, 
in winter frosts in the trenches of Sevas- 
topol ; in convalescent wanderings amid the 
dumb reminders of English dead at Scutari ; 
and later, too, in happy hours when the 
storms of youth were over, and manhood's 
heart had foimd safe anchorage, and the dear 
head was touched with silver. 

She stood there weeping, and he had no 
power to comfort her — no right to comfort 
her. 

* Good-bye, Irene.' He had the right at 
least to say that to the sweetheart of his 
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boyhood, and the chosen idol of his young 
manhood's heart. * I have seen your father, 
dear, and whatever there might have been, 
it's all over. Good-bye, and — God bless 
you, always. Always. Always.' 

* I have seen him, too,' she answered, and 
though the tears rained down as fast as ever, 
there was no break in the sweet quiet voice. 
* Good-bye. God bless you.' 

This was all theh' farewell, save that when 
she turned away with that uncertain gropmg 
of the hand he took it m his own and guided 
it to the rail of the staircase. He watched 
her as she slowly moimted the stairs, with 
the light of the candle falling on her hair, 
and tm-ning its brown masses to difia gold. 
AU her fl^ ™ in sh»l<™r, and the dim 
gold head seemed to float upward imtil it 
vanished at the turning of a comer, and the 
faint light on the wall grew fainter. Then 
he heard the soft opening of a door, and 
before it closed again, one sob reached his 
ears, and stabbed the heart that had laid 
within him like cold iron ; and he knew that 
all her self-control had broken down. The 
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door closed swiftly, shutting out the last ray 
of light reflected from the wall, and he found 
his way back to his chair, and sat there dog- 
gedly fighting with himself, and praying for 
Heaven's mercy on her, until his eyes tingled 
as if they had been pricked by a needle. 
Whether he would have it so or no, the 
tears came, and as he hid his face in his 
hands, they dripped between his fingers to 
the floor. He was but three-and-twenty, 
and the first passion of the pain of life was 
upon him. 

The door at his side was opened stealthily, 
and his father spoke almost at his ear, in a 
harsh whisper. 

' HiUo I The hall's dark. They've all 
gone to bed, I suppose. Now don't let's 
have any more chatter. Spain's the land for 
you, my lad. You'll start first thing to- 
morrow. You lie low, and leave me to work 
tilings for the pa:ir of us if I can. If I see 
that the game's going against us I shall 
follow. Good God, what's that ? ' 

* I am here, father,' said Poison, rising. 
* I have been waiting to speak to you.' 
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Jervase started violently at his unex- 
pected voice, and half recoiled into the room 
behind him. 

* You're here ? ' he said, advancing with 
clenched hands. * What are you doing here ? 
Eavesdropping ? ' 

* No, sir,' said Poison more sternly than 
he had ever spoken in his life till then. * That 
isn't my line of coimtry, and you know it. 
I want to speak to you.' 

* Go to your room,' said his father, hissing 
from between clenched teeth. * Gk) to your 
room, sir, and be danmed to you.' 

* I have meant to speak to you,' Poison 
answered, * since I had time to think this 
night's work over, and after what I heard 
just now, I mean it more than ever.' 

He entered the room and his father gave 
way before him. He had forgotten the evi- 
dent traces of his recent tears, and stood with 
his eyelashes still glistening and his cheeks 
wet and scalded. But his brows were drawn 
level and his jaw was thrust out beneath the 
tightened lips in a way which brought out 
the family likeness with amazing force. 
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' Well,' said his father. ' Say your say, 
and go.' 

' I shall say my say,' the younger man 
responded. * Spain is not the place. Castle 
Barfield is the place. The Beacon Hill is 
the place. This house is the place.' 

* So you have been eavesdropping ? ' 

* You know I haven't,' Poison answered 
in cold disdain. *But I'm not going to 
follow that red herring. I say Spain's not 
the place — unless ' 

He choked and stammered and could go 
no further. 

* Unless what ? ' 

' Unless — oh, my God ! how can I say it ? 
Unless my father and his cousin are a brace 
of rascals.' 

* That's pretty language from an only son.' 
' Yes. It's pretty language. Give me a 

chance to take it back, and change it.' 

* Sit down,' said Jervase, pointing to a 
chair. His son obeyed him, and he took a 
seat at the opposite side of the table, leaning 
both his arms forward ponderously. * Now, 
you and me have got to have this out, I see/ 
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* Yes/ the young man answered, repress- 
ing a sick shudder. * We must have it out, 
father.' 

* Very well ; I suppose you believe the 
yam these chaps have pitched to Stubbs ? ' 

' What am I to believe ? ' 
' Suppose it's true, what do you think is 
going to happen ? ' 

' Shame and ruin to us all,' said Poison. 

* As for shame — maybe yes — most likely 
no. As for ruin — ^that's as I please.' 

^ Oh ? ' 

* That's as I please, I tell you. If this 
here idiot hadn't come bursting in and yelp- 
ing out his story as he did, we could have 
managed some sort of a compromise quite 
easy. As it is^ we've got omr own partner 
again us. You can guess what sort of a 
chance that'd give us in a court of justice. 
Now you remember. Poison. This ain't a 
civil perceeding. The minute they get them 
chaps over from Canada and the States it's 
a criminal prosecution. D'ye want to see 
yomr own father in the dock ? I don't, and 
so I tell you. He isn't going to stand there 
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— you may bet your life to that, and say I 
told you. If I can get this braying jackass, 
this leaking sieve, this trembling, yowking 
lady's lapdog out o' the way I can face 
things.' 

* You can say what you like about me, 
John,' said Mr. Jervoyce. 

' Thank you for nothing,' John answered. 
* That's my privilege without yoiur leave or 
with it.' 

* It's all true, is it ? ' asked Poison, 
drearily. 

f * Yes. It's all true. But look here, Pol- 
son, when this fool's out o' the way we can 
make a fight for credit. It's him as deserves 
to suffer, and it's him as has got to suffer to 
begin with.' 

* Me 1 ' cried James. ' Me that deserves 
to suffer ? Who was it put the thing into 
my mind ? Who was it that came time 
and time and time again to whisper into 
my fear, and tell me where I could find the 
men — and — and — and everything? Why 
curse you 1 ' 

* Look here,' said John Jervase. * You're 
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a sidesman and a trustee, and the Lord 
alone knows what all. Be decent in your 
language.' 

' You made me your catspaw. You've 
left nothing to be traced to you if you 
could help it. You've thrust me into the 
mire so that you could walk over dry-shod.' 

* You've had your share of the spoil, 
haven't you, you lean hypocrite ? ' asked 
Jervase. * If you'll only do as I bid you 
now I'll puU you through.' 

He had turned to address his cousin, and 
now he showed him a disdainftil back, and 
came face to face with his son agam. 

* What on earth are you doing there ? ' 
he asked, after a minute's watching. 

For Poison was divesting himself of his 
heavy gold watch and chain, and rolling out 
gold and silver from his pockets, and pulling 
one or two handsome rings from his fingers, 
and laying them all upon the tablecloth 
before him with an extraordinary stolidity 
of manner. 

' What are you doing ? ' his father asked 
again. 
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* IVe said good-bye to one or two things 
to-night,' said Poison. ' IVe got no right 
to a farthing's worth of all that. I've got 
no right to anything. It seems I've lived 
on stolen money all my life and gone flaimt- 
ing about in stolen feathers. Well, I didn't 
know it. Perhaps I ought to feel kinder 
towards you than I do, but I can't help it.' 

' Why — ^why ' Jervase almost bab- 
bled. ^ What's it mean ? ' 

* It's one more good-bye. That's all.' 

* You're not — you're not a-going to leave 
me, Polly ? You're not a-going to throw 
your father over ? ' 

* I thought my father was an honest 
man. I thought I had a right to go into 
the world amongst gentlemen and hold up 
my head amongst them, and make a career 
amongst them. That was a mistake, you 
see. I've been mistaken all along, and now 
I've foimd it out. Good-bye, father. Good- 
bye, James.' 

*No, no, Polly. You mustn't go. I 
can't let you go.' 

^ Father/ the yoimg man answered. 
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sternly and sorrowfully, ' I am going. If 1 
tried to swallow another mouthful in this 
house it would choke me. If I tried to 
sleep here another night I might as well lie 
down on fire. If I can't eat meat I have 
a right to, I'll go without. If I can't lie 
down under an honest roof, I can find the 
lee-side of a hedge.' 

* I've been a kind father to you, Polly, 
my lad ; I've let you want for nothing.' 

' YouVe let me want for an honest name. 
That's all. Good-bye.' 

*But, Polly — Polly — my own lad, my 
only lad — you're all I've got to Uve for. 
What are you going to do ? ' 

*I shall take the Queen's shilling, and 
try my luck in the Crimea.' 

And before his father could answer him 
he was gone. 



81 



CHAPTER V 

PoLSON was gone, so far, only to his own 
room, but so swiftly that it was impossible 
to intercept him, and the snick of the bolt in 
the lock arrested his father before he had set 
a single foot upon the stair. 

Grim and pale. Poison lit his candles and 
began to range about the apartment, drawing 
out fix)m one recess a pahr of heavy walking 
boots, and from another a well-worn suit of 
velveteens which had seen him through a 
year or two of sport in the spinny and at the 
river side. He cast off the clothes he wore, 
hastily assumed these stouter garments, and 
having encsed his legs in a ^ of strong 
leather leggings, he opened his bedroom door, 
blew out his candle, and went swiftly down 
the stairs into the halL There the wreckage' 
of an hour or two ago was all piled together 
in one comer, but groping amongst it in the 
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darkness with both hands, he found a long 
waterproof overcoat, and after more search 
a sealskin shooting cap ; appropriating both 
of these he strode to the rear of the house, 
opened the door by which his father had 
entered on that night of evil omen, and 
walked out into the roaring darkness. 

He was on the sheltered side of the 
building and did not as yet feel the force of 
the wind. For half a minute he stood with 
his heart in his throat, and his hand upon 
the hasp of the door, straining his ears to 
listen. He heard nothing but the insane 
noises of the night. Suddenly, he drew the 
door towards him violently, and it closed 
with a slam and a snap. He was outside, 
and the thing he had purposed was accom- 
plished. He had said good-bye to the house 
in which he had learned to walk and talk — 
the house which had been his home for the 
whole of his life, except for a year or two of 
earliest infancy, and the sound of the closing 
door seemed as if it cut his life in two. 

He walked rapidly imtil he reached the 
ridge before he encountered the full violence 
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of the storm, for the wind had shifted within 
the last hour or two. Then, stalwart as he 
was, it caught and whirled him and sent him 
running willy-nilly for a himdred yards or 
more. But there was not a nail in his boots 
which was not familiar with every acre of 
that coimtry-side for a mile or two, and he 
found the path with ease and certainty, and 
ploughed along it as surely as if it had been 
broad daylight, though the night was black 
as a wolf's mouth. The bitter wind and 
driving rain were welcome to his hot eyes 
and scalded face, and he walked with a swift 
resolution imtil he had reached the spot from 
which in daylight the last view of the house 
would have been possible. There he turned, 
the waterproof coat whipping about his ankles 
like a torn sail, and the rain pattering its own 
music on his broad shoulders. Dimly, very 
dimly, he could see — or perhaps he only 
thought he saw — ^the chinmeys of the old 
home rising against a little clearing in the 
distant lift of the sky. 

So very brief a while ago he had been 
happy there. Only an hour or two since he 
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was meditating, between the moves of the 
game, on the very words he meant to use in 
telling Irene that he loved her. Only an 
horn* or two since every thought was full of 
hope and ambition, since the path of honour 
stood wide open with a vague bright figure 
beckoning in its far distance. 

A fi-ost in harvest time will ripen gram, 
and a great grief will give a sudden maturity 
to character. It was a boy who dreamed 
the happy dreams of that evening ; it was 
a man who turned his back upon the old 
homestead, and set out upon his journey 
through the world. 

He had a seven miles' walk before him, 
and a black unsheltered night at the end of 
it ; but he walked as swiftly and as resolutely 
as if a goal of comfort had awaited him. 
When once the hillside was cleared and he 
had reached level ground, progress was less 
difficult, and after the tremendous tempest 
of the day the wind gave signs of having 
blown itself out. There were pausings and 
relentings in it, and there were clear spaces 
in the sky out of which the stars began to 
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shine keen and clear. The storm was over 
by the time when, after two hours of brisk 
walking, he had reached his journey's end, 
and foimd himself before the long bleak wall 
of the cavalry barracks of the great Midland 
town. He had a long spell of waiting before 
him, and seating himself on a hewn stone at 
the side of the barrack gate he filled and lit 
his pipe, and prepared himself for a game of 
patience. Once or twice in the course of 
the long night a poUceman passed him, 
turned his buU's-eye lantern upon his face, 
and went by without questioning, and these 
events made the only break in the long 
monotony of the hours. He had at last 
fallen either into a stupor or a doze, when 
suddenly the notes of a bugle sounding the 
reveille startled him to his feet, with its 
lU'gent call of 

Wake! Wake! Wake! 
And wake in a hurry — a hurry — a hurry— a hurry, 
And Wake ! Wake ! Wake ! 

There began to be a faint stir about the 
place, like the humming in a hive the in- 
mates of which have been disturbed, and a 
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little while later the bugle rang out again, 
in notes that were destined to become 
familiar to his ears. 

All you that are able 

Come down to the stable, 
And water your horses and give 'em some com. 

And if you don't do it 

The Colonel shall know it. 
And you shall be punished the very next mom. 

Soon afterwards the gates were opened, 
and a man in uniform appeared with a 
carbine tucked beneath his arm and began 
to pace up and down, just within the great 
bare barrack square. Poison marched up 
to him. 

* Are you recruiting here ? ' he asked. 
*We are so,' the man answered. *Do 

you want to join ? ' 
Poison nodded. 

* Better see the Sergeant in the guard- 
room,' the sentry told him. * Gk) through 
that door and you will find him there.' 

People who read their Dickens, as aU 
men who are privileged to speak the EngUsh 
language ought to do, will remember a 
striking little passage in * Oliver Twist,' in 
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which the author moralises upon the first 
dressing of a new-bom pauper baby. Until 
the faded yellow garments which have done 
service for many predecessors are wrapped 
about it, the baby might be anybody's chUd — 
a Duke's, or a ploughman's. But the livery 
of its unfortimate estate marks and stamps 
it at once and gives it the social caste and 
cachet it is doomed to wear. But it is not 
so when time has developed character, and 
a change of garb does not work an actual 
transformation in the grown man. Poison 
had purposely chosen the shabbiest outfit 
he could find in his whole kit ; but he was 
recognisably a gentleman at a glance, and as 
he strode into the guard-room the Sergeant 
in charge, who was sitting on the edge of 
a sloping wooden bedstead, stood up and 
saluted him, a fact for which the recruit had 
to pay later on. 

* You want recruits here ? ' said Poison, 
and the Sergeant, finding that he had been 
betrayed into a sign of respect for one who 
was willing to become his own inferior, 
answered him with a scowling ill-temper. 
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* Yes ! ' he snapped. * Wait there till 
the orderly room is opened.' 

The young man was too full of his own 
concerns to take offence at a tone. He sat 
down quietly and waited. Uniformed men 
came and went, and nobody took heed of 
him until some two hours had gone by, when 
the Sergeant awoke him from his reverie. 

* Come this way.' 

He followed the Sergeant across the 
square, and through an open doorway on 
the far side of it. The Sergeant turned on 
him. *Take your cap off, and walk into 
that room.' Poison obeyed again, and 
foimd himself in the presence of a young 
officer who was bending over a sheaf of 
papers on a rough table, pen in hand. 

*Man wishes tQ join, sir,' said the 
Sergeant. 

The officer looked up and rose to his 
feet with an exclamation. 

*Good God, Jervase! What are you 
doing here ? ' 

* I've come to take the Queen's shilling, 
Volnay,' Poison answered. 
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* Why, what's become of the com- 
mission ? ' the other asked. * Go outside, 
Sergeant. I want to have some talk in 
private with this gentleman.' 

Now, chance had played a queer trick 
here, for it had led the intending recruit 
straight to his oldest and closest chum, his 
old schoolfellow, and old Oxford comrade. 
It had not occurred to him to think what 
regiment was quartered in Birmingham 
at that time, and he had walked straight 
towards his purpose without a thought of 
the possibility of such an encounter as this. 

* You ain't serious, old fellow, are you ? ' 
lisked Captain Volnay. 

* Yes,' said Poison, * I'm quite serious.' 
*Sit down,' said Volnay. *0f courte 

you'll tell me just as much and just as little 
as you want to. But before you take a step 
that you can't retreat from, you'd better 
think things over.' 

* No,' said Poison, * I've done all the 
thinking I have need for, and I've made up 
my mind. You'll take me, of course ? ' 

*Look here,' said Volnay, *you won't 
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like it, and I take the liberty to tell you so. 
It's an infernally disagreeable life — ^it's a 
beast of a life for a gentleman to live. It's 
all very well, of course, if you're amongst 
your own set ; but a gentleman ranker is 
certain to have a hell of a time. He has aU 
the non-coms on to him out of jealousy ; 
and he's bullied and browbeaten beyond 
endurance. As for the mere rough side of 
the living, nobody minds that. But if you 
do what you intend, you'll find before the 
week's over that you've stepped into a whole 
tubfiil of scalding hot water, and youll wish 
yourself well out of it again.' 

* That's all right, old chap,' said Poison. 

* I shan't be the first to try it, and I dare say 
I shaU puU through as weU as another.' 

* Now, here's a sample,' said Volnay with 
a laugh to take the edge firom his words. 

* Here's a sample of the sort of thing you're 
walking into. IfU be a piece of rank im- 
pertinence on your part to call me "old 
chap " in haJf an hour's time, and you 
mustn't do it. When you catch sight of 
me, it'll be your business to stand up as 
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stiff as a ramrod and salute me ; and you'll 
have to say "sir" when you talk to me. 
And you won't like that. And I shan't 
like it. And look here, old chap, you think 
twice about it.' 

* I've told you already,' Poison answered, 
' I've done aU my thinkmg.' 

*Well,' said Volnay, * wilful must if 
wilful will. You haven't been getting into 
any sort of mischief, have you ? ' 

*No,' said Poison. *I've done nothing 
that I have a right to be ashamed of.' 

* Had a row with the old man ? ' 
' Yes.' 

* Go home and make it up again, Jervase. 
A private soldier's life is a dog's life for a 
man of your breeding, and you'll find it so.' 

* That's as may be,' Poison answered. 
* But I've quite made up my mind, and all 
the talking in the world will make no 
difference.' 

Within reach of his hand there lay upon 
the table a loose bunch of ribbons, red, white, 
and blue, such as recruiting sergeants were 
wont to pin in the hats of their recruits. 
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And Poison, toying with this, found that 
the bunch was held together at one end 
by a pin. He affixed it to his own cap. 

*Now/ he said, putting on the cap and 
rising to his feet, * the trick's done.' 

* Oh, dear no ! ' said Volnay. * The trick 
isn't done yet, old fellow. You've got to be 
formally enlisted, and to answer a rigmarole 
of questions, and be examined by the regi- 
mental doctor, and to take the oath. The 
trick isn't done yet, by a long chalk.' 

* Well,' said Poison, * I shall take it as a 
favour if you'll put me through with as little 
waste of time as possible, for, to tell you the 
truth, I want that shilling, and the sooner I 
get it the nearer I shall be to bread and 
cheese.' 

* Oh ! ' said Volnay, * I ain't curious, old 
ehap. I'm not a bit curious ; but if you can 
do it, I should like you to take me into your 
confidence, because I might be of some use. 
I'm stinking rich, you know — disgracefully 
rich. And if that fact's any good to you, 
why you've only to say so, and I'm your 
man.' 
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* Oh, no, it isn't money, Volnay. If it 
had been, I shouldn't have made any scruple 
about saying so. I can't talk about it. It's 
likely enough that you may hear everything 
in time.' 

* There's no changing you?' Volnay 
asked. 'There's no getting you to wait 
for a week ? ' 

* There's no changing me,' Poison an- 
swered, ' and no getting me to wait.' 

*0h, very well,' said Volnay. *Just 
take that and cut across to the canteen 
and get some breakfast. Come back here 
in a quarter of an hour's time, and I'll put 
you through. You needn't scruple about 
taking it : you can pay me back, for there's 
a five-pound bounty, ready money, declared 
yesterday, and you'll have it handed over to 
you on enlisting.' 

Poison took up the proffered sovereign, 
with something of a lump in his throat, and 
turned to go. He had scarce made a step 
towards the door when it opened suddenly. 
This was destined to be a day of strange 
encounters, for who should walk almost into 
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his arms but that Major de Blacquaire who 
was the present owner of the Droitwich salt 
mine from which his father and his imcle 
had drawn an illicit fortime. There are 
men who are bom to hate each other at 
sight; and this Major de Blacquaire and 
Poison, though they had but a slight know- 
ledge of each other, had foimd time to 
develop a savage dislike on either side. 
De Blacquaire was a man with an exas- 
peratingly cold and supercilious fashion of 
speech. He was a band-box dandy, and 
went scented like a lady. Poison had once 
threatened hun with a horse-whip, and the 
Major had withdrawn from the conflict not 
because he had any want of physical courage, 
but solely because he was too much of a fine 
gentleman to brawl. He had never for- 
gotten or forgiven the insult, and Poison 
had learned to hate him all the more because 
he mistook him for a coward. The two 
recoUed from each other just in time to 
avoid collision, for De Blacquaire had en- 
tered hastily. They regarded each other 
for an instant, and De Blacquaire's cynical 
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and contemptuous gaze took in the other 
from head to foot, obviously taking note of 
the mean attire and the signs of the night 
march Poison had made. His glance fas- 
tened on the bimch of ribbons floating from 
the cap, and at that he smiled. 

' Oh 1 ' he said, with a finicking drawl. 

* You've made a bolt of it, have you ? ' 

* Say that again,' said Poison, * and I'll 
ram it down your throat, and send a tooth 
or two along with it' 

* Indeed,' said De Blacquaire. * I think 
you'll find that it won't pay you to use such 
language in your present position, Private 
Jervase.' He turned away and, with the 
whip he carried in his hand, struck a 
resounding blow upon the open door. 

* Sergeant 1' he caUed, ^ bring up a file 
of men, and take this man to the guard- 
room.' 

* On what authority, if you please ? ' asked 
Poison. 

* On the authority of those ribbons, my 
man,' De Blacquaire answered. 

^You mistake your authority, friend 
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Popinjay,' said Poison. ' I am not in your 
service yet/ 

* Has this man enlisted, Volnay ? ' asked 
the Major. 

* No,' said Volnay, * he hasn't. He means 
to. And now I see what terms you're on, 
I shall advise him very strongly, as an old 
£riend of mine, to choose another regiment.' 

* Yes,' said Poison. * I think I'll choose 
another regiment. I'm not hungry for the 
cat-o'-nine tails, and I should earn it if I 
were under this brute's command five 
minutes. You'd be a handsome chap in 
your own way, Major, if it were not for that 
silly sneer you're pleased to carry about with 
you. But I warn you that, under any cir- 
cumstances whatsjoever, if you should pre- 
sume upon any difference in our rank to 
insult me by a word, a gesture, or a look I'll 
spoil your beauty for you.' 

'This man's a friend of yours, is he, 
Volnay ? ' said De Blacquaire, ignoring his 
antagonist. 

* Yes,' said Volnay. * A very old Mend 
of mine.' 
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* Well, you can keep him with you. I've 
just got my appointment on the Staff. I'm 
off for Vama to-morrow, and I don't suppose 
that I shall meet the gentleman again. I 
want a private word with you. If Mr. 
Jervase will be so kind as to relieve us of 
his presence.' 

*I'll be back in a quarter of an hour,' 
said Poison. 

* All right, old chap,' Volnay answered, 
and made haste to add, before his old chum 
had left the room, ' I'm devilish glad you're 
going, De Blacquaire, and the whole regi- 
ment will share my sentiments. The mess 
wiU be a devilish sight happier without you.' 

At this, the Major's pale face flushed 
for an instant, and Poison grinned sardoni- 
cally as he strode away. He found his way 
into the canteen, made a rough breakfast 
there, and then returning found Volnay 
ready to put him through all the necessary 
formalities. An old Sergeant put the regu- 
lation questions as to name, age, and em- 
ployment. Was he married? No. Was 
he an apprentice? No. Had he ever at 
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any time offered himself for Her Majesty's 
service, and been refiised? No. Had he 
ever been tried for any criminal oflfence ? 
No. Then here was the Queen's shilling, 
and he was enlisted to serve Her Majesty 
for the term of twenty years, and was now 
to report himself to the doctor, and after 
passing his examination, would be required 
to present himself at noon to be sworn in 
before the Colonel, and failing so to present 
himself, he would be liable to arrest and 
imprisonment as a rogue and vagabond. 

* So now the trick is done,' said Volnay, 
* and you can't undo it. At another time 
you could have bought out for thirty 
pounds ; but we shall be off to Varna in a 
week or two, and the Queen won't spare a 
man she has once laid hands on for love or 
money until we have got through the little 
brush that's coming with old Nick and his 
merry men.' 
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CHAPTER VI 

There was no sleep in the grey-stone house 
on the Beacon Hill, on that eventful night 
on which Poison Jervase left his home, for 
anybody except the domestics, who were 
ignorant of the blow which had fallen on 
the household. Jervase made no pretence 
of courting sleep at all : but having banked 
up the fire he went down into the cellar, 
brought up a couple of bottles of brandy, 
and prepared himself to make a night of it. 
It had not been his habit for years to drink 
to excess, but in his earlier days at any time 
of trouble he had gone to that false solace, 
and now the instinct came back to him. 
James kept him company awhile in his 
potations, but by and by crept off to bed, 
and Jervase sat alone drinking fiercely, at 
first without apparent effect. 

General Boswell rose before dawn with- 
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out having closed an eye, and waited for the 
daylight. At its first dawning he walked 
softly to the room in which Irene lay and 
tapped quietly at the door. 

* Who's there ? ' his daughter's voice 
asked him, and he answered : 

* It is I, dear. I wish to speak to you 
for a moment.' The girl unlocked the door 
and left it partly open. He waited for a 
moment and then half entered the room. 
' I am just starting for home.' he said. 'And 
in an hour the carriage will be here to bring 
you away. Pray be ready for it.' 

She answered *Yes,' and her father 
walked downstairs and into the hall. He 
was searching for his hat and overcoat 
when Jervase lurched out of the parlour. 
His bloodshot eyes and staggering gait 
showed in what fashion he had passed the 
night. 

' You're oflF? ' he said, thickly. * Won't 
you have some breakfast ? ' 

* No,' said the General. * Go back to 
your bottle.' 

* Look here,' said Jervase, * I shall put 
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this all right. I've had the night to think 
it over, and I shall effect a compromise. 
D'ye see ? I shall effect a compromise. It 
won't cost you a penny, and it won't break 
me. I shall have a sleep by and by, and 
then I shall go and see Stubbs, and effect a 
compromise. I hope you don't beai* malice. 
General ? You'll shake hands before you go, 
won't you ? ' 

* No,' said the General. * Go back to 
-your bottle.' 

*But I say,' Jervase proceeded, with a 
drunken tenacity, * you ain't going to bear 
malice, are you. General ? ' 

* Stand out of my way, you drunken 
beast ! ' the General responded, * or I'll do 
you a mischief.' 

* Oh, if that's the way you're going to 
take it, all right,' said Jervase. * James and 
me are going to stand the racket — ^it won't 
hurt you either in credit or in pocket, and I 
don't see what you've got to be shirty about. 
It wasn't exactly what you might call a 
legirrimate transaction, but there are lots of 
thmgs in business that are not legirrimate. 
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See 'em done every day — see 'em done by 
respec'able people/ 

Boswell by this time had fomid his hat 
and overcoat, and was prepared to go. He 
turned his back upon his host and re- 
ascended the stairs and knocked a second 
time at Irene's door. 

' Is that you, Papa ? ' 

* Yes, it is I. Can you hear me ? ' 

* Oh, yes, distinctly.' 

* I shall return for you. Keep your door 
locked until I come. Jervase has been 
drinking and he may annoy you.' With 
that, he walked back to the hall, where 
Jervase, holding on by the handle of the 
door, was solenmly swaying to and fro. a 
shall regret,' said BosweU, * to be forced to 
use violence : but if you do not instantly 
free me of your very disagreeable presence 
I shall be compelled to do you damage. 
Stand on one side, I teU you. Gro ! ' 

There was that in the ring of his voice 
which pierced to Jervase's intelligence, be- 
mused as he was, and he staggered back into 
the parlour. The General undid the fasten- 
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ings of the door and walked out into the 
keen, bright morning air. When he re- 
turned an hour later, Jervase had drunk 
hraiself to sleep, and there was no further 
trouble with him. Irene was ready and 
came from her bedroom at the General's 
call. His heart ached as he looked at her, 
for the passage of that one night of sleep- 
less grief had blighted all her fresh young 
beauty as a year of sickness might have 
done. He took her to his arms and held 
her there until she drew gently away fi'om 
him. 

* I know, dear,' she said in a voice she 
bravely tried to control, but with no grc^ 
success. * I know, dear.' 

They exchanged no further words until 
they reached home, but her father placed an 
arm about her shoulders and drew her to 'his 
breast, where she nestled quietly. She had 
wept all her tears away, but a dry sob shook 
her frame from time to time, and with every 
repetition of the sound the father's face 
twitched as if a rough hand had been 
laid upon a wound. He parted from her 
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tenderly when they reached home, and they 
met again at the breakfast table. ' 

'You understand everythmg that has 
happened, dear ? ' he asked. 

* I think so.* 

* The owner of the salt mine which my 
partners have for years been robbing is a 
Major de Blacquaire, whose regiment is just 
now quartered at Birmingham. They will 
have the route in a day or two, and I must 
see him before he goes. I shall drive into 
the town at once ; and then I must run up 
to London. I do not know as yet what my 
partners' rascality may have cost me, but I 
am not a wealthy man, and the business may 
speU ruin. I cannot aSbrd to be idle, and I 
must get back into harness. Lord Raglan 
knows my record. I was with him when he 
lost his right arm at Waterloo. He has 
more than once,* the old soldier went on 
with a certain stateliness, * expressed a cer- 
tain regard for me. I have every reason to 
believe myself highly honoured by his 
esteem. At a time like this men of ex- 
perience will be in demand, and I feel hope 
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fid of finding an appointment. I am not 
yet too old to serve my Queen and country. 
Lord Raglan will see service again, of 
course, and he is six years my senior, so 
that he is scarcely likely to make my years 
a ground of objection/ 

'Take me with you, dear,* said Irene, 
* I shall not be very happy if I am left 
alone/ 

* Do you care for the drive this morn- 
ing ? ' her father asked. 

* I should like it, ' she answered, * of all 
thmgs.* 

* Run away and dress then,' said the 
General, *for I have ordered the carriage 
already, and it will be roimd in a quai-ter of 
an hour. That is short notice for a lady's 
toilet,' he went on, trying to smile, * but you 
must learn miUtary despatch.' 

And thus it came about that Poison and 
Irene met once more before the final parting, 
for at the moment at which the carriage 
swept into the barrack square the newly-* 
enlisted recruit was walking towards the 
orderly room under the guidance of a 
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corporal. The youngster still wore the flut- 
tering ribbons in the shabby old sealskin cap, 
and that fact and his presence in the barracks 
told the whole story instantly. 

* By Heaven I ' cried the General, * I like 
that. The lad has grit in him I ' He cried 
aloud in the ringing clarion voice which 
advancing years had left in all its rounded 
sweetness, *Hi, you there — halt!' and the 
corporal at the voice straightened himself 
and stood to attention. Poison knew the 
voice, but he walked on until the command 
was repeated. The General stopped the 
carriage and alighted. * Can you bear to 
speak to him ? ' he whispered. 

* Yes,' said Irene, * I wish it.' 

The General walked briskly to the 
recruit, and stretched out his hand towards 
him. * You have done well, my lad. You 
could have done nothing better. You have 
an old soldier's respect. Poison. You have 
joined us ? ' 

* Yes, sir,' said Poison, * I have joined 
you. Volnay is here, sir — ^you remember 
Vohiay?' 
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* His father and I charged together at 
Waterloo/ said the General * He is a good 
lad. You and he are great friends, I hear ? ' 

* We have been,' Poison answered. 
* Major de Blacquaire is here as well ; but 
he has a Staff appointment, and I under- 
stand he leaves the corps to-morrow.' 

* He is the man I am here to see,' said 
BosweU. * Irene is with me, and I believe 
she wishes to speak to you.' 

The young man glanced deprecatingly 
at his old array, and the General read the 
glance. *She will understand all that,' he 
said, * just as well as I do. You have seen 
De Blacquaire ? ' 

* I believe he is in barracks — I saw him 
a few hours ago.' 

* Corporal ! ' called the General, * find 
Major de Blacquaire, give him General 
Boswell's compliments, and ask him to 
receive me.' 

The corporal saluted and went his way, 
a bewildered man, for it had never before 
fallen to his lot to find a raw recruit in the 
enjoyment of a General's friendship. There 
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was a mystery here, and it kept the regiment 
in talk for a little while mitil the interest in 
it died out ; but it made Poison a man of 
mark from the first. The corporal was 
back in a minute with a salute to say that 
Major de Blacquaire was in his own apart- 
ment, and would be proud to see General 
Boswell at once, so the General sent off 
Poison to Irene and made his way to De 
Blacquaire's quarters, piloted by the cor- 
poral. De Blacquaire received General 
Boswell with a show of profound respect. 

* I am here,' began the General, plunging 
into business at once after his own soldierly 
fashion, * I am here on an uncommonly un- 
pleasant business. You are the proprietor 
of a salt mine. You may not be aware that 
I have invested the greater part of my 
fortune in the hands of your neighbours, 
Messrs. Jervase & Jervoyce.' 

* I was not aware of that, su%' said De 
Blacquaire, * and I am very sorry to hear it. 
The men, to my certain knowledge, axe a 
brace of thieves.* 

* I heard a very startling piece of news 
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last night/ the General continued. * I heard 
that your solicitor, Mr. Stubbs I believe, has 
made a charge against my partners of having 
robbed you and the former proprietor of the 
mine, my lamented old friend General Airey, 
through a whole course of years.' 

* That is undoubtedly true,' De Blacquaire 
answered. * I have evidence that a passage 
exists between their mme and my own, and 
all the evidence points to the belief that it 
was purposely made. Their property, I 
learn, was a miserable failure for many years, 
and it has now for years yielded them a 
large income.' 

*My share of that income,' said the 
General, ' has amounted to something like 
fifteen hundred pounds a year for seven 
years past, and I need not tell you that it 
will be my immediate business, so soon as I 
can realise the money, to repay you — on 
distinct proof, of course, of the felonious 
action of my partners.' 

* I really do not see. General Boswell,' 
said De Blacquaire, * that there is any call 
upon you to sacrifice yourself for their 
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benefit. The men are wealthy, and I have 
no doubt that I can force them to disgorge.' 

* It will be my own hope and aim to do 
that also/ the General answered. *But I 
have no wish for money which has been dis- 
honourably acquired, and I am very mucH 
afraid that I have been living at your cost. 
It is my obvious duty to return to you what- 
ever has come into my possession, provided 
always that the facts are assiu*ed. I have 
my remedy against my partners in the law 
courts, and if necessary I must seek it there.* 

* I shall not venture,' said De Blacquaire, 
* to dispute a point of personal honour with 
General Boswell ; but I venture to suggest 
that the better course would be for us, as 
the injured parties, to join forces against 
Messrs. Jervase & Jervoyce, and discuss 
the partition of the spoils when we have 
secured them. They are thoroughly solvent ; 
I know that, for I have made inquiries ; and 
they are well worth powder and shot Until 
the case is heard, or until they themselves 
come to heel of their own free will, I cannot 
in honesty receive anything from you. 
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Their confession or, failing that, their con- 
viction must absolutely precede any such 
action as you contemplate. I am taking a 
business point of view, sir, and I think that 
on reflection you will find that there is no 
escape from it.' 

The General sat frowning and perplexed. 
He was in haste to be rid of the sense that 
he was handling tainted money, and he was 
eager even to beggar himself to scjcure 
freedom from the load which lay upon his 
mind. *I wish you to understand. Major 
de Blacquaire,' he said, * that I am pressing 
this matter for reasons personal to myself. 
I am placed in a most abominable and un- 
bearable position. I have unwittingly been 
made a partner in a very shamefril transac- 
tion, and I may tell you that I have not the 
faintest doubt in my own mind as to the 
justice of your cause. I do not feel that as 
a man of honour I am justified in retaining 
for a day money which has been actually 
stolen from another. I think I may say 
that it is your duty to relieve me from this 
burden. I must fight for my own hand 
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afterwards; but I cannot consent to hold 
these gains a moment longer than is neces- 
sary for me to repay them.' 

* Suppose, sir,' said De Blacquaire, * that 
we submit this matter to an independent 
and high-minded arbiter. You know Colonel 
Stacey ? He is in quarters at this moment, 
I believe, and I am sure he would give his 
judgment between us willingly, I feel so 
confident of his verdict that perhaps it's 
hardly fair on my part to suggest the appeal 
to him.' 

* I know Stacey weU,' said the General, 
* Colonel Stacey is a man of honour, I have 
a great respect for Stacey, and I will abide 
by his opinion. I feel assm*ed that he will 
be on my side. Will you kindly take me 
to him ? ' 

* Certainly, su*,' The Major took up his 
forage cap, opened the door for his guest, 
and marshalled him into the open, where he 
saw the hated Poison standing at the side 
of the General's carriage in conversation 
with a lady. His gorge rose within him at 
the spectacle, and it came into his mind 
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that General Boswell might be as little 
pleased as he himself was. He asked a 
question by way of calling his companion's 
attention. * That is your carriage, sir ? ' 

' Ah, by the way,' the General answered, 
* that reminds me. That is young Jervase 
standing there. His commission is probably 
in his agent's hands to-day. He has learned 
the facts about this salt mine business, and 
he has thrown up what I know to have been 
the dearest hope of his life. He has joined 
as a recruit. He is a very fine and worthy 
fellow. Major de Blacquaire. I don't know 
a better lad in the world, and I desire to 
bespeak yoiu* good will for him. A gentle- 
man's position in the ranks is not very 
tolerable ; but a friend at court may make 
things easier for him.' 

Now Major de Blacquaire ha4 made a 
very excellent impression on the elder 
warrior, who thought that he had behaved 
honoiu-ably and with delicacy in respect 
to the unfortunate business which had 
brought them together ; but he undid that 
impression most conclusively. 

I 
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' Should you call,' he asked in his most 
deliberate and supercilious drawl, 'should 
you call Mr. Poison a gentleman, sir ? ' 

'Most decidedly, sir!' the General an- 
swered, with sudden heat. 'He has the 
instincts of a gentleman, and the sense of 
honour of a gentleman. He has had the 
education of a gentleman, and has Uved 
among gentlemen. If these are not the 
facts to warrant the use of the word, I have 
no judgment in the matter.' 

' I beg yoiu* pardon, sir,' said De Blac- 
quaire, ' I am possibly prejudiced ; but I 
thought the fellow a sort of unlicked cub.' 

The General said no more, but his 
shoulders straightened, and both hands 
went up to the big grey moustache. It 
was in his mind to offer a retort, but he 
remembered his own dignity in time, and 
contented himself by saying, 'I shall re- 
commend him most strongly to Colonel 
Stacey's best consideration. And you. 
Major de Blacquaire, I understand, are 
leaving the regiment?' 

' I have received a Staff appointment. 
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sir, and I leave to-morrow. These are the 
Colonel's quarters.' 

Both men had grown extremely frigid, 
but Colonel Stacey's welcome to his old 
campaignmg comrade smoothed the Gene- 
ral's ruflSed mind. He was a bluff, grizzled 
man of sixty, with a scarlet countenance 
and a white head so closely cropped that 
it looked like a bottle-brush. He had seen 
service in every quarter of the world, and 
his manly chest was covered with well- won 
medals. He Ustened to the General's story 
sympathetically, but he gave his judgment 
with a twinkle of the eye. 

*The same old Quixote, eh, George? 
De Blacquaire's right, of course — ^absolutely 
right. And as for you, my boy, you haven't 
got a leg to stand on. Of course you're 
going to join forces with your fellow 
sufferer, and it's quite monstrous to suggest 
that the money should come out of the 
pocket of an innocent man. If the case 
were anybody's but your own you'd look at 
it Uke a sensible man. And if you were 
advising me, you would tell me precisely 

I 2 
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what I'm telling you. Here, where's that 
rascal of liime ? ' He opened the door and 
shouted, and m came a bronzed dragoon in 
civilian costume* * Get a bottle of cham- 
pagne and bring glasses. I've been longing 
for an excuse for self-indulgence all the 
morning, and I'm much obliged to you for 
giving it.' 

* I mustn't join you,' said the General. 

* Oh, by gad,' said the Colonel, * but you 
must and you shall. I'm expecting to get 
my marching orders any hour, and those 
chaps mean to fight, mind you, and it's an 
open problem as to whether old Bob Stacey 
will come back again. Come on, George ! 
You're not goings to shirk a last liquor 
with a comrade of forty years' standing ! ' 

The General yielded, the wine was 
served, De Blacquaire at the Colonel's com- 
mand emptied his glass and withdrew, 
leaving the old friends together. The 
General seized the moment to speak a 
word for Poison. He told the lad's story, 
and the Colonel nodded his white head 
with curt approval 
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* Is he a smart fellow ? ' he asked. 

'Highly intelligent/ the General an- 
swered. *Took his B.A. at Oxford, first- 
rate man across country, excellent shot. 
Would have had his commission this week 
if his father hadn't turned out a rascal. 
Throws up everything like a lad of honour 
as he is, and takes the Queen's shilling.' 

* That's all right,' said the Colonel. 
' Leave him to me. I'll shepherd him.' 
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CHAPTER VII 

General Boswell's coachman was a Scot ; 
a grim, taciturn, brickdust-coloured fellow, 
who had been in his present service for a 
quarter of a century. He had been bred 
amongst horses from his boyhood, for his 
father had been a horsebreaker, and when 
he had run away from home and enlisted, 
he had satisfied ambition by becoming a 
driver of artillery. Then he had been 
wounded, and had turned batman for awhile. 
He had gone to the General as valet, but 
his stable love had broken out again, and he 
had gravitated by force of nature to the 
place of coachman. Poison's mind did not 
go back to a time when he did not re- 
member Duncan, and to Irene he was like 
a fixed part of the scheme of nature. He 
had one defect which at this instant made 
him invaluable. He resented any imputa- 
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tion of the fact angrily, but he had been 
deaf as an adder for years. 

There was no great privacy in a barrack 
square, to be sure, but it was as safe to talk 
within arm's length of Duncan as if he had 
been a stone Sphinx. Duncan was a man 
of rare discretion, and, though it must have 
been like an upheaval of the world to him 
to see the most constant of visitors at the 
General's modest little mansion, walking in 
shabby raunent in a barrack square with a 
recruit's ribbons fluttering from his cap, he 
saluted imperturbably as the young man 
came up, and then sat motionless. 

Poison came to the side of the carriage, 
cap in hand. 

' Your father told me I might speak to 
you,' he said wistfiilly. ' I hope I am not 
wrong in coming to you.' 

* You have enlisted ? ' she asked him. 
' You axe going to the war ? ' Her self- 
possession cost her an effort, but she main- 
tained it She had a soldier's daughter's 
pride, and though she had met this first 
great trouble so brief a time ago she had 
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already taught herself to face it. Her father 
was a man conspicuously brave among the 
brave, and he had told her of his very first 
experience of war — a period of prolonged 
inaction under fire. ' A trying thing at first/ 
he had said, * but duty will reconcile one to 
anything.' This memory had been present 
with her all the morning, and though the 
unexpected sight of her lost lover almost 
broke her down, the thought had had power 
to nerve her. 

* Yes,' he answered simply. * I have en- 
listed. I shall have to go through a certain 
amount of drill, but that will soon be over, 
and then, I suppose, I shall get my marching 
orders.' 

' Father approves of what you have done,' 
she said. 

* He has told me so,' he responded. ' I 
am very glad of it. God is good to me,' he 
went on, turning half away from her and 
gazing across the square. ' I had not hoped 
to see you again for years, if ever, and there 
is just one thing I wanted very much to 
say. It is of no use to have reserves and 
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disguises at a time like this. I shan't dis- 
tress you ? Can you let me speak ? ' 

' Put your cap on. Poison,' she said com- 
posedly. * You will catch cold.' 

The touch of womanly solicitude, small 
as it was, moved him. He obeyed her, and 
stood, still looking across the square, until 
he had mastered a suspicious cUcking in the 
throat. 

' You need have no fear of me, Poison,* 
Irene said. * Speak out all yoiu* mind.' 

* Well, dear, it's this. We've been com- 
rades ever since I helped you to learn to 
ride your first pony. We've always been 
the very best of friends, and only last night 
I was going to ask for something more. 
You don't mind hearing me out, Irene ? ' 

^No. Let us speak plainly. Let us 
understand each other.' 

•Well, you see, ever3i;hing went last 
night with a clean sweep by the board. I 
thought I was safe for a commission. I'd 
been brought up to expect a handsome 
fortune.' He spoke in a level tone, as if he 
had been reading uninteresting matter from 
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a book. ' AU that is changed and every- 
thing is changed with it. I'm a penniless 
private of dragoons, and our ways in the 
world axe wide apart. For old time's sake 
I should be very sorry to believe that you'd 
ever forgot me altogether, but if you'll try 
to bring yourself to think of me as trying to 
be cheerful in a humble station, as remem- 
bering you always in my heart of hearts, 
and never forgetting the distance that 
divides us — if you'll try to think of me as 
always honoiu-ing myself because I was 
once your friend ' — He was forced to pause, 
but he went on again, level- voiced and mono- 
tonous as before — *If you'll try to think 
of me as learning to be cheerful for your 
sake, not as a moaning, broken-hearted chap 
— which I don't mean to be at all — ^but just 
domg my work, you know, and thmking 
about you like an affectionate poor relation 
might— why, then, m— in tune you'U get to 
feel the parting less.' 

' Have you finished. Poison ? ' 
*Yes, dear. That's about all, I think. 
You see, I know you, Irene. You'll grizzle 
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if you think I'm grizzling. That's your 
nature. You can't bear to think of a canary 
bird in pam.' 

^And that is all?' 

' Yes, dear. That's all.' 

* I shall never forget you, dear. I shall 
never forget you, and I shall never change. 
If you had asked me to be your wife before 
these things happened I should have said 
"Yes," and I should have been proud and 
happy. But, Poison, this is why I thank 
God for having brought us together just 
this once. I want you to remember that in 
this war names will be heard of that never 
were known before. Yours may be one of 
them.' 

'You mustn't waste your life thinking 
of me, Irene. I shall remember every word 
you have spoken. I shall treasure every 
word* I hope I shall do my duty.' 

* I am sure of that,' she answered. And 
then for a long time not a word was spoken, 
and when at length they broke silence, they 
spoke of things which were indifferent by 
comparison. They discussed the probable 
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hour of the arrival of the route, the probable 
destination of the regiment, the time at 
which Poison might expect to escape his 
driU. 

At last the General appeared walking 
side by side with Colonel Stacey. Irene was 
facing that way, and was naturally the first 
to see him. 

* Here is good-bye, dear,' she said. * Papa 
is commg.' 

* Good-bye,' he said softly. * Good-bye. 
God bless you.' 

*Gk)d bless you, too,' said Irene. She 
held out her little gloved hand to him, and 
he took it in his own. She looked bravely 
into his eyes, and they spoke their last fare- 
well without a sign of tremor. 

* This,' said the General, advancing as 
Poison turned away, * is the young fellow 
of whom I have been speaking. Poison, 
this is yom- commanding officer. Colonel 
Stacey.' Poison raised his cap and bowed 
civilian fashion. 

' Ah 1 ' said the jolly colonel, turning his 
red face and twinkling eyes on the recruit. 
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'You are Poison Jervase? Joined this 
morning, eh ? I hear an excellent account 
of you. Try to deserve it. I shall re- 
member you. Good morning.' 

But as Poison saluted agam, and turned 
to go, the General seized him by the hand 
and shook it warmly. 

* We must all face the fortune of war, my 
lad,' he said. *The best of jgood luck go 
with you. If you hear of me out yonder, 
as you may, don't forget to report yourself. 
Good-bye.' 

There were a good many eyes at the 
barrack windows, and the minds of many 
dragoons were inspired with wonder. For 
a General and a Waterloo veteran was a 
personage, and the daughter of the same 
was a personage, and it was out of the 
common for a newly-joined recruity to 
engage in intimate talk with the Uke of 
them for half an hour together, and to be 
shaken hands with by the veteran, and 
saluted as if he were an officer by the 
veteran's coachman, and personally intro- 
duced to ' Old Stayce ' into the bai*gain. 
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And amazement sat on many foreheads 
when the carriage rolled away, and the 
General stood up to wave his hat to the 
recniity, and the lady stood up to wave 
her hand, and the recruity, unconscious of 
the interest he excited, waved the shabby 
old sealskin cap in answer until the equipage 
was ringingly saluted at the gate, and swung 
swiftly out of sight. 

And then, it was over. Oh, it was all 
over, and one manly heart was sore and 
cold. The new recruity stood there planted 
in the barrack square, as innocent of his 
surroundings as if he had been asleep, and 
mechanically filled and lit his pipe, and 
stood on with his chin sunk upon his breast, 
scarcely aware of his own thoughts, and as 
yet realising httle but solitude and an ache 
in the doleful middle of it. But a warmth 
stole into the cold. When everjrthing was 
said and done, there was one thing left. 
Irene loved him. Loved him 1 How sweet 
and sacred a wonder. Yet her own dear 
hps had told him that she would have been 
proud and happy to be his wife, and that 
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nothing should change her. And she had 
given hun an ambition. The lofty and 
inspiring words were not yet written, but 
their purport thrilled him, as it thrilled 
many who went out to fight and bleed for 
a cause which may not have been wholly 
worthy of their devotion, and yet in a sense 
was worthy because they believed in it with 
all their hearts and souls. For, after all, 
what is it but the purpose which ennobles 
action ? If the greatest Englishman since 
Shakespeare had not yet given Poison 
Jervase the words in which to speak his 
thought, it lightened his breast all the same. 

I wake to the higher auns 
Of a land that has lost for a little her lust of gold^ 
And love of a peace that was full of wrongs and 

shames^ 
Horrible, hateful, monstrous, not to be told ; 
And hail once more to the banner of battle unroll'd, 
Tho' many a light shall darken, and many shall weep 
For those that are crushed in the clash of jarring claims. 
Yet God's just wrath shall be wreak'd on a giant liar ; 
And many a darkness into the light shall leap. 
And shine in the sudden making of splendid names. 
And noble thought be freer under the sun. 
And the heart of a people beat with one desire ; 
For the peace, that I deem'd no peace, is over and 

done. 
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And now by the side of the Black and the Baltic deep. 
And deathful-grinning mouths of the fortress, flames 
The blood-red blossom of war with a heart of fire. 

So thought Poison Jervase, and so 
thought hundreds of valiant men who were 
ready to lay down their lives in a quarrel 
which the years have proved unprofitable. 

But a voice awoke the recruity from his 
reverie — a voice of authority which asked 
with a most unnecessary emphasis what the 
blank, blank he meant by skulking there, 
when he knew conventionally well that he 
had been conventionally well ordered to the 
quartermaster's stores to get his conven- 
tional kit. The recruit was not accustomed 
to hear himself addressed in this maimer, 
and his earliest impulse was to hit the pug 
nose of the person who accosted him, but 
he remembered himself in time, and be- 
thinking him of the wise man's saying, that 
a soft answer tumeth away wi'ath, he asked 
meekly where he should go. Then the 
Sergeant, who was so straitly trousered and 
jacketted that he pranced in his going, 
ordered him to follow his nose, adding that 
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if he conventionally well supposed that 
because a conventional General in a conven- 
tional carriage came to see him off, he was 
entitled to shirk his conventional duties, he 
was conventionally well in error. 

• I say. Sergeant,' said Poison, turning to 
face his conductor, * that's a filthy bad habit. 
If you want to be respected, drop it.' 

The Sergeant went as scarlet as his 
stable-jacket, and said that any conven- 
tional recruit had conventionally well got to 
respect Mm any conventional how. 

* My dear sir, no,' said Poison. ' It's 
quite impossible to respect a man who talks 
like a foul-mouthed parrot.' 

The Sergeant walked like a man as- 
tounded and said no more, and Poison 
likewise held his peace. They were both 
quietly businesslike whilst Poison got his 
kit served out to him, and by the time this 
work was over, the dinner hour had arrived. 
He was told off to a mess in a long barrack- 
room, in which his brother recruits were 
quartered, imder the charge of an old 
soldier. Some of these new comrades were 

E 
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fresh from the plough, and some were the 
rowdy refuse of the town ; one wore a 
miner's flannels, and another was a weedy 
youth from a shop-counter, who had a 
higher opinion of himself than others were 
likely to form. 

The speech of every man jack of them 
was like the exhalation of a cesspool, and 
the newest of Her Majesty's hired servants 
sat in a grim wrath and loathmg, seeing that 
he had chosen these for his life companions. 
The meal was plentiful, and not bad of its 
kind, but it was dirtily served, and asked 
for long custom or an appetite of more than 
average keenness. Our recruit had neither 
the one nor the other, but he remembered 
his promise to Irene. He had undertaken 
to meet his fate cheerfully, and the fare was 
part of his fate. He would have no re- 
pinings. The food was honest and whole- 
some, and he would probably learn to be 
eager for worse before the war was over. 
So he, as it were, squared his shoulders at 
his trencher, and was just ready to fall to, 
when one of the plough-tail gentry sitting 
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just opposite let fall a speech which would 
have turned the stomach of a decent hog, if 
he had happened to understand it. Poison's 
heart maddened within hrni, and he smote 
his fist upon the unclothed table so that the 
plates of chipped enamel iron danced firom 
end to end on it. 

•You filthy clodpolel' he said, rising 
fi-om his place and thrusting a prognathous 
jaw and blazing eyes half-way across the 
table. * Speak like that again in my hear- 
ing, and I'll give you such a hiding as you 
never had since you were bom.' 

• And ^eL right, beg„rra,'s«id the 
man at the head of the table. * It's sick I 
am of all the dirty stuff I've to listen to- 
An' dese boys is 'listed for de war, and dere's 
not wan of 'em knows he mayn't be stiff on 
de field in tree or four monts' time. An' be 
way of makin' ready for a soldier's end an' a 
sudden meetin' wid his God, dey're chewin' 
blasphaymious conversation fi-om reveille to 
lights out, so dey are.' 

* Thank you,' said Poison, and so sat 
down and tried to go on with his dmner. 

k2 
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The meal was finished in silence. The 
scene had its effect, and it had all the more 
surely for two or three things which hap- 
pened later on. Example. The whole 
rough squad was turned into the riding 
school that afternoon di'essed as they might 
happen to be. The accustomed old drill- 
horses, saddled and bridled, were ranged on 
the tan at the wall, with stirrups crossed 
over the shoulders, and when the word 
•Mount' was given. Poison was the only 
one of the newly recruited crowd who did 
not make a painful climb m trying to obey 
the order. He was in the saddle in a flash, 
and sat there like a centaur. 

* We've got one man amongst us, seem- 
in'ly,' said the old rough-riding Sergeant. 

• You've seen a horse before to-day, my lad.' 

* One or two,' said Poison. 

•Come out,' said the red-nosed driU. 

• Let's see what you're good for. Put her 
at that.' 

•That' was a fiu^e-covered revolving 
pole mounted on swivelled trestles, and 
about three feet high. It was a leap for a 
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child, and Poison went over it, turned and 
came nimbly back again. The instructor 
approached him and took him by the foot 
and ankle. 

' That's the shape for the cavalry leg,' he 
said. * Keep that and don't lose it. Now 
put her at it again.' 

As the recruit turned to obey the order, 
the Sergeant mischievously slashed the mare 
across the quarters, and the venerable she- 
trooper skipped ; but this was hardly a thing 
to scare the best cross-country man of his 
shire, and Poison nipped over the bar and 
back again. At that moment entered 
Captain Volnay, to whom the drill, saluting, 
said : 

• It's no use wasting this man's tune here, 
sir. Colonel's orders are to get 'em through 
as fast as possible. He'd be better engaged 
at foot drill.' 

* Very good,' said Volnay. * You can 
dismount, my man. Come with me.' 

On the far side of the square a squad 
was at work at the sword exercise, and the 
instructor's voice was bawling: * Thrust, 
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return, thrust — ^return. Carry — ^so! Slop 
so ! Shun ! Stand at ease ! ' 

• Well/ said Volnay. • How do you like 
it ? ' 

• I shall like it well enough, I dare say. 
I haven't shaken into the saddle yet.' 

• I'm going to hand you over to this lot,' 
said Volnay, indicating the squad with a 
motion of the hand. 'D'you know any- 
thing about it ? ' 

' A bit,' the recruit answered. * You see, 
it's been the dream of my life to join, and 
I've been taking lessons.' 

' Good old enthusiast I ' said Volnay. * I 
saw you meeting old Stayce. He's a grand 
old sort. No finer soldier in the army.* 
Regiment adores him. And he has an eye 
for a man who does his duty. A nod's as 
good as a wink to a blind horse, old Pol, eh ? ' 

• I'll try,' said Poison. 

• You'll try right enough. You're a good 
old pebble. I've got to be professional, you 
understand. No end of a devil of a lot of 
unpleasantness if these chaps suspected 
favouritism.' 
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* Oh,' said Poison, * I'm at work. No 
pla3dng en amateur.' 

•That's the style. There are some of 
om* fellows sa3dng there'll be no fighting. 
That's rubbish. There's glory in front of 
some of us, Polly.' 

They went on in silence until they reached 
the guard. 

* Shim ! ' roared the Sergeant, and the 
men clicked their heels together and 
straightened their backs and tucked their 
chins in and assumed that ramrod posture 
which the authorised drill-book of the day 
described as 'the free and unconstrained 
attitude of a soldier.' 

* Sergeant,' said Volnay, *this man has 
just joined, but Sergeant Gill finds that he 
can ride and has dismissed him from the 
riding school. He tells me that he's been 
taking lessons in sabre practice. Just put 
him through his paces, wiU you ? ' 

So the Sergeant set his squad to stand 
at ease again, and Poison, being provided 
with a belt and sabre, was stuck up in front of 
it, feeling absurdly like a trick ape on show. 
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* Draw — so ! Slope — so ! Prep — air I 
Prove distance I ' and so on. 

'Pursuin' practice. One. Cut — ^thrust 
— ^parry. Two. Cut — thrust — ^parry. Shun I 
Now £rom the word of command, right 
through. Sword exercise. Prep — ^airl Prove 
distance — go! Shun! Pursuin' practice I 
Prep— air/ Go! Shun! That's all right, 
sir. Ever been in the service before, young 
feUer?' 

' No,' said Poison. ' I always meant to 
join, and I thought I'd get ready as far as I 
could.' 

' Now look here, my lad,' said the Ser- 
geant. •You've been through the mill 
before, you have. You're a deserter, you 
know, that's what you are.' 

Poison laughed. He had thought never 
to laugh again, but the accusation tickled 
him. 

' I beg your pardon, Captain Volnay,' he 
said, saluting in officer's fashion — ^the only 
way he had been taught ; * but perhaps you 
will speak up for me.' 

* Deserter?' said Volnay. 'Rubbish! 
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Known the man for yeai-s. Always keen 
on the service, and got ready for it. Jervase.' 

* Yes, sir.' 

' You're a pretty good shot, I gather ? ' 
' Thank you, sir.' 

* Any instruction in musketry ? ' 

* Pretty fair, sir.' 

* Put him through his facings. Sergeant, 
in the riding school at four o'clock this after- 
noon. I'll be there. You hear, Jervase ? ' 

' Yes, sir.' 

At this juncture the Sergeant surprised 
a wink from Vohiay, which that young 
gentleman supposed to have been unseen, 
and he fell a-thinking. The result of his 
cogitation was rapid and conclusive. The 
young man who knew the minutiae of his 
trade of soldier, and had an officer's trick of 
salute, and was on winking terms with the 
wealthiest man in the regiment, was a 
person to be made up to, and to be made 
up to in the least transparent way. 

•We're awfiilly short-handed, sir,' said 
the Sergeant, touching his forage cap to 
Volnay . * We might utilise this man as a 
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drill, sir, if you'll permit me to suggest such 
a thing. I could get on twice as fast, sir^ if 
I'd half the squad to deal with.' 

• Very well,' said Volnay. * I'll see the 
adjutant about that.' 

And the raw recruit was drilling his 
barrack-room comrades before he or they 
had fitted on a uniform, and his ringing 
* Carry — so!' or •Ground — ohl' sounded 
through the square as imperiously as any in 
those first busy days. 

* You're a (conventional) wonder, you 
are,' said the drill instructor at the close of 
the second day. * You've got the powers 
that be behind you, and you'll be one of us 
in a month or two. Promotion's quick 
when the word comes for blood and rust and 
mud and oil' 
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CHAPTER VIII 

If Poison had not to be taught how to ride, 
how to handle a sabre or a gun, or how to 
balance himself in the goose-step-^matters 
which he had taken the pains to master long 
ago — there were still certain things to learn, 
and the button stick, and the flat and chain 
burnish, and the pots of chrome yellow, and 
blacking, and pipeclay, were just as strange 
to him as they would have been to any other 
raw recruit; so that he was teaching his 
business at one end and learning it at the 
other for a matter of some four or five days. 

There was a poor exile of Erin in the 
shape of an impecunious Irish nobleman, 
who enlisted on the same day with Poison 
and whose uniform was tried on in the same 
hour. 

They were in the tailor's shop together 
with a hurried Sergeant standing over them« 
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The aristocratic Paddy pulle^ on his 
trousers with a heavy sigh. 

* The livery,' said he, * of me degradation/ 

* It is the Queen's uniform,' said Poison, 
* and you have a right to be proud to wear it.' 

The child of Erin buttoned his stable 
jacket and went out to drill, and Poison gave 
him a purposed double dose of labour. He 
had given orders to an individual man here 
and there, but until he became a dragoon he 
had never commanded a crowd, and there is 
something in that which makes either a man 
or a sweep of the commander. Poison was 
all alert, eager to teach what he knew to the 
slow and loutish squad before him ; but on 
that first morning of his wearing the Queen's 
cloth, keen as he was upon his own business, 
he could not help recognising a certain pah- 
of flea-bitten greys which swept through the 
barrack gate whilst he was at work some 
fifty yards away. They came from the Bar- 
field Arms, and he had helped the man )vho 
now drove them in their breaking, four or 
five years ago. 

There was a cry of * Guard, turn out 1 ' 
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and a clash of salute as the carriage rolled 
through the gates without a challenge, and 
the man who sat at the back, disdaining the 
cushions, and with a lustrous silk hat cocked 
over one eyebrow, was his father. John 
Jervase came into barracks, as he had gone 
everywhere throughout his life, with a mag- 
nificent impudence, and he distributed salutes 
to all and simdry from a majestic forefinger ; 
whilst his only son watched hhn with a 
sardonic eye as he bowled up to the officers' 
quarters. 

The card of Mr. John Jervase was carried 
to Colonel Stacey, and Colonel Stacey was 
ready to receive Mr. Jervase in a flash. 

* I am told, sir,' said Mr. Jervase, in that 
bluff, John-Bull way of his, which had 
brought a hundred people to his net, * that 
the regiment has its marching orders, and I 
can quite believe that you've got something 
better to do than to listen to anything I have 
to say.' 

* I'm pressed for time, sir,' said the 
Colonel. * The regiment marches in an hour.' 

' Here's a lad of mine, sir,' said Jervase, 
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* has enlisted. And here is a letter from 
Kirby & Sons, the well-known Army 
agents, telling me they've got my cheque 
for his commission. It's been the hope of 
my heart to see the lad in the army, and it's 
been his hope also. We've had a quarrel, 
sir, and I don't mind confessing that it is 
my fault. The lad's a good lad.' His voice 
began to tremble. * But he's throwing his 
life away for a freak. I've bowt his com- 
mission, and here's the letter from the 
London agents to say that the whole thing 
is complete. I know he's here, for I heard 
him as I crossed the barrack square. I'd 
like you to help me to bring him back to 
reason.' 

The Colonel took a whip from the table 
and struck a blow upon the door, which was 
one of his substitutes for bell-ringing. 

• Private Jervase,' he said, ' is drillmg a 
squad in front of the Cupola. Send him 
here.' He waved his visitor to a chair, and 
plunged into the examination of a heap of 
papers which lay before him. Jervase nursed 
his silk hat in both hands and waited, listen- 
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ing to the scattered noises of the barrack 
square and catching amongst them his son's 
voice with a sort of fatal somid of command 
in it. 

' Is he going to talk to me like that ? ' 
asked the father of himself ; and the minutes 
went slowly by until Colonel Stacey's bat- 
man tapped respectfully at the door, and 
announced * Private Jervase.' 

* I'll leave you,' said the Colonel, gather- 
ing his papers in his hand, and darting 
towards the doorway. 

* I beg you won't, sir,' cried Jervase the 
elder, * I shall be more than obliged to 
you, sir, if you will help me to bring my boy 
to reason. There,' he cried, casting a letter 
upon the table, ^ is a notice from the London 
agents that his commission is bought and 
paid for. There's my cheque for a thousand 
pounds, and if that isn't good enough for 
him, there's fifty twenty-pound notes of the 
Bank of England, and he can have both of 
'em with as good a heart on my side as if he 
took the one and left the other.' 

The Colonel looked from the son to 
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the father, and back from the father to 
the son. 

* Really, Mr. Jervase,' he said, ' I don't 
see that this is much of an afiair of mine. I 
will leave you to fight it out between you.* 

The Colonel walked to the door, and 
father and son were left together. John 
Jervase, banker, capitalist, driver of men, 
was not in the least like himself that morn- 
ing, and his hands trembled so that he was 
fain to clutch one with another, and to hold 
both tight between his knees as he sat. 

* Look here, Polly,' he began, but Poison 
gazed sternly straight before him, and gave 
no sign of sympathy or forgiveness. * Look 
here, Polly, I've had about a week of it, and 
I can't stand it any longer. You and me's 
got to be friends, or else I've got to put an 
end to things in a way as you won't fancy.^ 

He waited, but there was no response 
from the stolid figure in front of him. Pol- 
son stared out of the window and stood 
silent and immobile as a statue. 

* I left you to yourself,' said Jervase, 
* until I'd got ever3rthing right and comfort- 
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able. Major de Blacquaire has gone off to 
Southampton, and I believe he's on his way 
to Varna, somewhere in the Black Sea. I've 
made a deposit with Stubbs, his lawyer, ot 
no less than fifty thousand pounds, my lad. 
That's been a shake, I tell you. I've had 
a good deal o' trouble to raise that sum in a 
hurry, but I've done it, and there's to be no 
action and no scandal of any sort until 
De Blacquaire comes back again. That 
gives your Uncle James and me time to 
turn round.' 

He waited again, and still Poison stood 
like a statue and made no answer. 

* I've done more than that,' Jervase went 
on. * I've banked twelve thousand pounds 
to General Boswell's credit, so that come 
what may he isn't likely to suffer. If 
De Blacquaire carries the case on when he 
comes back to England, James and me can 
pay him every penny of his rightful claim, 
and we'll do it.' 

He paused again, for his voice had once 
more half escaped from his control. The 
boy stood before him, cold and inflexible as 
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doom. To the father's eye he had never 
looked so manly and handsome as he did at 
this moment, and what with fatherly pride 
and self pity and a sense of the magna- 
nimity of his own purposes, the emotions of 
John Jervase were strangely mixed. 

' There'll be no trouble at all, Polly,' he 
said, after a pause. * I've put everything 
straight for you. You've only got to run 
up to London to sign your papers, to have 
your commission, and go out like a gentle- 
man. I've brought a portmanteau with me 
in the carriage, with everything you'U actu- 
ally need in it for a week or two, and there's 
J money for you to order »ythi„g else 
you want. I packed the portmanteau with 
my own hands, Polly.' 

He paused again, for in his own way he 
was genuinely moved : but the boy still 
stood there, staring out of the window, and 
answered never a word. 

* You've got to listen,' said the elder, 
rising and shaking him by the shoulder. 
* You think I have acted like a scoundrel^ 
and you're ashamed of your old father. I 
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dare say you're right, my lad, but it wasn't 
so much my fault as you might fancy. 
There was a leak between that mine of old 
General Airey's and your Uncle James's 
when I went into partnership with him, and, 
after all, we only helped Nature just a little 
bit, and there's many a man walking about 
this minute, holding his head high, who has 
done more wrong than I have.' 

'For God's sake, don't!' cried Poison, 
breaking silence for the first time. * It's bad 
enough as it is. Don't make it worse by 
talking about it.' 

* I won't, Polly,' said Jervase. ' I'll do 
anything you like if you'll only shake hands 
and say as you forgive me. Now there's 
two thousand pound on this here table, and 
there's the letter from your agents ; and you 
can be off to London within an hour, and 
have your heart's desire. What's the good 
of being stupid ? ' 

He took a great bandana handkerchief 
from the tail pocket of his respectable black 
coat, and blew his nose resoundingly, and 
wiped his eyes. He was very deeply moved 
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indeed, and Poison was profoundly sorry for 
him ; but there was a sick whirl in the lad's 
mind which robbed him of any clear power of 
thought and seenled indeed to deaden feeling 
itself. Only he knew that nothing could 
undo his shame. Nothing could ever make 
him respect himself again. Nothing could 
give back to him the old sense of honour, 
the knowledge that he came of honest folk. 

*Look here, Polly,* Jervase hrcke out 
again, *I haven't bred you up to be a 
common soldier. When I was a young 
and struggling man, by comparison with 
what I am now, I said to myself, " 111 
make my lad a gentleman." I sent you to 
Rugby, and I sent you to Oxford, and I 
never stinted neither love nor money. And 
if I was a bit over-greedy and in a hurry to 
be rich, I did what I did a good deal more 
for your sake than my own.' 

* Leave bad alone, father,' said Poison, 
with an almost savage sternness. 'Can't 
you see that you make things worse with 
every word you speak ? Isn't it enough for 
me to know what I know already, but 



V. C. 149 

you must make me a partner in that shame- 
ful business ? ' 

^ Polly,' said Jervase, almost fawning on 
him, * I've been a hard man all my life, and 
I've lived a hard life for years. I've been a 
proudish sort of chap, in my own way, and 
I've never stooped to ask any man's pardon 
twice for the same offence. But it's different 
between you and me, and I can't let my own 
flesh and blood go away from me until I've 
had a word of some sort. It's only a word, 
Polly. You can't deny me ! You're a-going 
out to the war, Polly, and you might never 
come back again. And think of me — ^think 
of your poor old father sittin' at home, and 
sayin' to himself, " I sent my son away with 
a broken heart and ashamed of his own 
father, and he wouldn't touch my hand before 
he went to his own death, and he wouldn't 
say one forgiving word to me, and I 
murdered him, and I broke his heart, and 
I made him ashamed of his own father." 
You think of me, Polly, sittin' at home 
and thinkin' like that. Maybe for years 
and years. We're a long-lived lot, we 
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Jervases, and I should make old bones in 
the course of nature, but I couldn't bear it, 
Polly, I couldn't bear it. I should have to 
put an end to it, and if you go away without 
a word, it won't be long before I do it.' 

The bugles sang out the assembly in the 
barrack square. Poison both heard and 
understood, but his father did neitha. 
Within half an hour the regiment would 
be on the march, and already the red-coated, 
brass-helmeted men, shining from head to 
foot and glittering in the fine array war wears 
before the exchange of the first blows, were 
moving about the open. 

*Now look here, Polly,' said Jervase, 
striving no longer to disguise the wet eyes 
and the breaking voice, * it's take it or leave 
it. There's your father's hand. Are you 
a-going to touch it before he goes away ? ' 

^ Don't you think,' asked Poison, * that 
you're making it pretty hard for both of us ? ' 

^ Very well,' said Jervase, * there's no hand- 
shake. There's no good-bye betwixt we two 
as friends. Perhaps you may come back in 
a difierent humour, Polly. Here's your 
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agent's letter. Are you a-going to take your 
commission, and fight in a gentleman's 
uniform for your Queen and country, or 
are you going out to advertise your father's 
shame by wearing a private's coat ? ' 

* I shall go as I am/ said Poison. 
*Very well,' said John Jervase again. 

* There's the father's hand refused, and 
there's the commission chucked into the 
gutter. Now here's a cheque for a thousand 
pound as you can cash with Cox &; Co. 
in London. Are you a-going to take that, 
or are you not ? ' 

*I'm not likely,' said Poison, *to have 
any sort of use for money.' 

' You're hard,' said his father. ' You're 
bitter hard. There's the 'and refused. 
There's the conunission chucked, and there's 
the check too dirty for you to look at. Very 
well. Now there's fifty notes for twenty 
pounds a-piece. Will you take them ? ' 

* No,' said the youngster, * I shall have no 
want of money and no use for it.' 

* You're hard,' said Jervase. * You're bitter 
hard. Will you take one of them ? It might 
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come in useful. Take it, Polly. Just take 
it, even if you never spend it.' He clutched 
one note from the heap which lay upon the 
table, and held it in a shaking hand towards 
his son. And Poison still stood like a statue, 
and stared out of the window. He would 
fain have been more relenting had he dared, 
but he feared the loss of his own manhood 
if he once began to pardon, and perhaps he 
was severer to himself than to the old man 
who begged for his forgiveness. ' There's 
the 'and,' said Jervase, weeping openly. 
* He won't touch that. There's the com- 
mission only waiting for him to sign, and 
he won't touch that. There's a cheque for 
a thousand pound as would send him to 
the war fitted out like a gentleman, and he 
won't touch that. There's the ready money 
to the same amount as would help him to 
hold his head up amoQg his comrades any- 
where, and he won't touch that. And here's 
a note for a mere twenty pounds, and his 
father asks him just to take it as a sort of 
a memorial, and to keep it like as if it was a 
funeral card, and he won't touch that.' 
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Poison was white to the lips, but he 
looked straight before him still, and gave 
no sign. Jervase took up the agent's letter 
and deliberately tore it into pieces. He 
took up his own cheque and tore that into 
pieces also. He patted the pile of notes 
together and put them into his breast 
pocket, crying aU the while with odd little 
child-like snatches of sound which were 
wounding to listen to. 

The bugles sang out again in the square, 
and the distant hoofs were clattering on 
the cobbled stones in front of the stables. 
Through the window Poison could see the 
glitter of the polished brass of the band, as 
it moved slowly across the square towards 
the barrack gate, and formed up in a solid 
cube. There was a crowd outside in the 
streets, and from it rose a noise of cheering. 
There was silence in the room except for 
those child-like, unrestrained sobs which 
shook John Jervase ; and even these quieted 
down as if he too were listening to the 
growing tumult outside. There was a 
sudden roll of drums, and the band began 
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to play *The Girl I left behind me.' An 
imperious rap sounded at the door, and 
Colonel Stacey entered without waiting for 
a response. 

* Do you take your commission, Jervase, 
or are you to be left here ? ' he asked 
brusquely. 

* I am to be left here, sir,' Poison answered. 
* But I hope that I may get my marching 
orders as soon as possible.' 

* We embark on Friday,' said the Colonel, 
^and another ship follows that day week. 
I'll see you through by then.' 

* Thank you, sir,' said Poison, and the 
Colonel nodded and was gone. 

The band was playing, and the crowd in 
the street was cheering, and there was silence 
between father and son for two or three 
minutes. Then rose from the barrack square 
a deafening roar as * old Stayce ' rode out on 
the bright bay with the three white stock- 
ings, and cantered to the front. The hoarse, 
commanding voice pealed out the word, the 
band crashed into a new marchmg tune, and 
the regiment began to move forward, like a 
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scarlet snake with glistering scales. Clank 
and clatter of scabbard, tramp of the ordered 
ranks, blare of the band, and roar on roar 
from the street, and then little by little a 
falling silence. At last dead quiet. 

*You needn't think there's no clean 
money in my hands,' said Jervase. * I don't 
owe everything to that blasted brine-pit. 
You can take your own rights. You can 
take what I oflfer you, and feel as you're an 
honest man all the same. And Folly, if 
you're going out as a private soldier you'll 
want money. It isn't as if an untravelled 
man was talkin' to you. I know the Black 
Sea Coast. I spent one Febiwerry there, a 
man before the mast. I'll back it again the 
Fole for cold. You'll miss a lot o' comforts. 
Folly, as a pound or two would buy for you.' 

* I must go back to duty,' said Folson, 
* or I shall get into hot water.' 

*Take a hundred pound, FoUy. It's 
clean money. I'll swear it on my Bible 
oath. Look here. Folly. Look here 1 ' 

Jervase rose and shook his son by both 
shoulders in a frenzy. 
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* Look here, Polly, look here. Listen.' 

* I am listenmg, father.' 

* Then look as if you was listenin', for 
Heaven's sake ! I'm worth half a million, if 
I'm worth a penny. I never owned to it 
before, but if it isn't true God strike me 
dead. Outside that salt mine, I've been an 
honest man. You won't believe it, but I 
have. I saw a chance of making money 
elsewhere, and I wanted a start, and I 
turned rogue for the sake of it. Polly, 
Polly. Ill pay every penny with a three 
per cent, interest — compound, mind you — 
compound — and I shall be a rich man still ! 

* Pol, you're hard. I don't know where 
you get it from. But, mind you ! One of 
these days you might find yourself led into 
a temptation, and then perhaps you'll think 
of your old father. How many business 
men have gone through life, and never done 
but one thing as they had a call to be 
ashamed of? I've done one ; and I've been 
bowled out at it 1 There's men that does 
hundreds, Polly, and are never bowled out 
at alll I'll tell you what. It ain't me 
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having be^i dishonourable as stands between 
us. It's your own pride, Polly. It's a good 
pride. It's what you might call a righteous 
pride. But if I was just what I am^ without 
being your father — ^if I was just what you 
might call an average old sinner, you 
wouldn't let me beg like this, Polly. No, 
you wouldn't! And look here, Polly. 
Money's money, and here's a thousand 
pound ' 

'Damn your thousand pounds,' cried 
Poison. He turned to face his father in an 
agony, and struck his own clenched fist upon 
his breast three several times. Then he 
turned to his original position and stared 
through the window across the empty square. 

* Yes,' said John Jervase slowly. * Damn 
the thousand pounds. Damn it, and damn 
it, and damn it over again. You think I'm 
trying to bribe you, Polly ? No I You wait 
till you're a father, with your only son 
a-going to the wars without a penny in his 
pocket, and hating you too much to take 
what you can give him. Then you'll feel 
what I feel. Damn the thousand pounds ! 
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Damn all the money as was ever coined. 
But, Folly, there's my hand again. I'd 
rather you took it fuU — ^but won't you take 
it empty ? ' 

The lad took the empty hand and wrung 
it hard, and held it long. 
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CHAPTER IX 

The time, half-past four o'clock in the 
morning; the date the twentieth of Sep- 
tember, eighteen hundred and fifty-foiur ; the 
place the southern bank of the River Alma. 
Present, some thirty thousand stalwart 
British men, the vast majority of them snor- 
ing open-mouthed, and here and there in 
the grey of the morning a sentry pacing up 
and down. Facing northward. Poison Jer- 
vase's regiment Ues far to the right, and to 
the right of it again, at a distance of some 
half a mile, the men of Bosquet's command 
are also sleeping. This is a day destined to 
be famous and terrible in history ; but the 
dawn is cloudless and quiet. Away beyond 
the slope of the valley, across the grey flow 
of the river and half-way upon the northern 
slope, the pacing sentries, or such of them as 
are sharp-sighted, can perceive what looks 
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like a wrinkle in the hill. It is some three 
or maybe four miles from the long line of 
sleepers, and it indicates the outlines of that 
great Redoubt around which the memories 
of Englishmen will cling for centuries to 
come. 

Near five o'clock, and a soft warm morn- 
ing wind blowing under a stainless sky. 
Gallopers from headquarters pass here and 
there with a quiet word, * Wake your men, 
and make no noise.' There is no sound of 
any bugle call at that reveille, and the men 
silently arise, sit up and shake themselves, 
and mostly make their toilet by a simple 
process of eye-rubbing and the assumption 
of their headgear. Then the camp fires are 
lit here and there where a clump of officers 
gathers together over their morning tea 
and coffee. For thus early in the campaign 
all the luxuries of home are not abandoned 
or forgotten. Troop and company orderlies 
stroll down to the river, bearing buckets, 
and the rank and file munch their ration of 
ship's biscuit. And before the simple meal 
is barely over, the stealthy word passes along 
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the ranks, and a forward march begins, 
ghost-like in the dawn. Somewhat clumsily 
manoeuvred by their chiefs, the line, three or 
four miles in length, dips; down towards the 
river and crowds at a few chosen fording 
places. Then it spreads out again like an 
open fan, and marches up the further slope 
-the infentrymen dripping ftom the arm- 
pits d<™.w«^«d tK hiidful of cavalry 
L the right of the British flank shiningk. 
the rising sun to the horses' shoulders. 

Then a pause, and a long pause. Vine 
yards along the hill and spaces of field and 
farm, and scattered houses here and there, 
and on the left the village of Voiurliouk, set 
aflame by the foe for some as yet undis- 
covered reason. The smoke goes circling 
up into the piure air, and a faint scent of 
burning is discernible. Still a mile and a 
half away on either side the great Redoubt, 
and in front of it there are cubes and oblongs 
which look like masses of grey stone, and 
might pass for such except that now and 
again they may be seen to move. These 
are the infantry troops of Russia, with whom 
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our own men are soon to be in deadly con- 
flict. The fields of Europe have heard no 
sounds of any cannon fired in anger since 
the last loud Sabbath of Waterloo shook 
down the spoilers of the Continent ; but, 
unseen at this distance, the guns which 
line that wrinkle of the hill above there are 
charged to the throat, and there are resolute 
men behind them. 

The sun rises higher and higher, and the 
men of the halted army throw themselves 
to the ground, awaiting a further word from 
somebody. Solitary gallopers go hither and 
thither, over the rollmg hills. The staff, 
with waving plumes, goes cantering along 
the line, and the idea somehow passes 
through the ranks that Lord Raglan has 
gone to consult with Monsieiur St. Amaud as 
to the disposition of the day's battle. There 
are thousands of youngsters lying there 
among the vineyards who have never, until 
this moment, set eyes on their commander. 
Raglan goes by amidst a dropping fire of 
cheers, the sleeve of the right arm dangling 
loose beside him, his bronzed Roman face 
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one cheerful and inspiring smile, and the 
cunning left hand, with which he has learned 
to write his despatches, held low down as he 
controls his charger. And on the far right 
of the English line. Poison Jervase is stand- 
ing at his horse's head, cheering with the 
r^, when on a suddenhe discen^ a familiar 
figure : Gteneral Boswell is at the Chiefs 
side and the two are in familiar converse. 
The young soldier's first battle not yet 
begmi. and Irene's father going by so near 
and yet so unmindful of him as a mere rniit 
among the waiting thousands. And it is 
not yet, not even yet, so very certain that 
we are to give battle this morning, after alL 
For we have been bedevilled hither and 
thither with false marches and with false 
rumours of sailing and lines of route. 
Monsieur St. Amaud has been for camping 
south of the Balkans, and giving battle to 
the power of Russia there, and Kaglan has 
been all for the Crimea and the road to 
SevastopoL And no man has known what 
to believe amongst the divided councils of 
the Allies. The men amongst the vineyards 
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are plucking and sucking the grapes. The 
sun grows hotter and hotter, and there is so 
dreary a silence in these waiting hours that 
the angry neigh of a horse is heard for a 
mile along the line. Five o'clock when we 
began to move, and here is high noon, and 
impatience all on edge, and nothing done. 
The staff comes cantering back, and another 
hoiur goes by in silence ; and then from the 
Highlanders half a mile away on the left of 
the handful of cavahy there rises a sound 
of jubilation. And round the camp fires at 
night, when the fight is over and the English 
are in possession of the field, the men learn 
the reason of the cry. Sir Colin Campbell 
has sent round the word that the men are to 
break their cartridge packets, and lay the 
cartridges loose m their pouches, and this is 
the first word of real business. Now at one 
o'clock, or near it, the note passes along the 
line from east to west, and the men are 
afoot again, and marching forward two 
deep against those solid masses of grey 
human masonry, and that gash upon the 
hill-side which is by and by to burst like a 
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volcano into flame. There goes the first 
boom of caimon from the Russian side, and 
a round shot sends the earth spluttering 
amidst the staff as it canters by once more, 
plumes waving, and epaulets, and scabbards, 
and gold lace, and all the fine tinsel of war, 
as yet unsoiled, gUttering m the sunshine. 

This is no day for a cavahyman to wm 
honoiur. Here we sit on the hill-side with 
a downward slope before us, and an upward 
slope beyond, and the unmounted men are 
working their way onward and upward, 
whilst we are held inactive. And now the 
war begins in earnest. The tartan fellows 
are lounging along, half of them with the 
stem of a grape bunch between their teeth, 
loading and firing as they go, scarcely a man 
of them having stood fire before, and wialking 
towards their baptism of death and blood 
with an astounding cheerfuhiess, and the 
long waving broken line converges as if by 
instinct, and, as the historians of the battle 
tell us, without definite order from any 
quarter, towards that grim gash on the hill- 
side, until it grows to be something of a 



166 V. C. 

mob, so thickly clustered that the Russian 
batteries cleave lines through it. It wavers, 
it pauses, it rushes forward, it takes shelter 
beneath the forehead of the hill on which 
the great Redoubt stands, and then declines, 
a mere swarm of ants to look at from this 
distance, towards the belching roar and 
smoke and flame. And on a sudden the 
batteries are silent, and far and far there goes 
up a cheer. And then there is silence again, 
and a long waiting, and the grave massive 
oblongs and cubes of masonry come down on 
this side and on that, and the watchers in 
the valley wait in a tense and terrible strain. 
Where are the reinforcements ? Where is 
the Duke of Cambridge, with the Guards ? 
Hidden away there in a wrinkle of the hill 
they are waiting for some unknown reason, 
and the conquerors of the great Redoubt 
seem doomed. But after awfiil minutes 
and minutes, which stretch to hours, the line 
sweeps up. Raglan's immortal two guns 
come into play from the knoll on the dis- 
tant right, and the tide of battle is turned 
again. And all the whUe we of the cavalry 
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division are maddened with excitement, and 
consmned by ennui, by turns, wearied with 
thirst and heat, and waiting in vain for our 
chance to strike a blow at the enemy. 
Bored and tired and athirst, the men who 
have stood for hours at the bridle throw 

• 

themselves on the sunburned grass. No 
chance for us to-day, says one to the other, 
and the tide of battle, now grown invisible, 
is rolling noisily here and there, now seem- 
ing as if it would vanish altogether into the 
air, and now as if a flymg enemy had sud- 
denly taken heart and were back in swift 
return. And here is a hill to the west of 
us, and the hot sun, yet shining clean and 
bright through whiffs and shreds of scattered 
smoke, goes down behind it, and the shadow 
lengthens, and creeps up the brown-gre«i 
face of the hill to the left. And lo, on a 
sudden, a sweating galloper on the crest of 
the hill, with his horse one lather from 
haunch to bridle, is tearing down with 
orders. Here is old Stacey in the saddle 
again, and his hoarse voice is calling. The 
tired and thirsty souls are alert in an instant, 
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and away go the Heavy Dragoons at a walk 
until the hill is breasted. Then at a trot, a 
canter, a gallop, a charge. For the masses 
of the enemy are all huddled in disorderly 
crowds away there in the pass, and it needs 
but one decisive blow to smite them into 
utter rout and scatter them like chafi. 
Then was an hoiur when the fate of a great 
campaign lay in the balance; and because 
that hour was not chosen England had to 
pour out her blood and her treasure in one 
mmgled torrent for a year or two. For as 
the charging regiment was in amongst the 
lingerers of the retreat, the pursuit was 
called away. The keener spirits had natu- 
rally ridden fiirthest, and there was no man 
there that day who was keener than Poison 
Jervase. When the bugles rang out the 
* Retire,' he would, had he been in com- 
mand, have risked a plagiarism of Nelson, 
with a glass at the blind eye, and would 
have failed to recognise the recalling signal. 
But he was a unit, and a private rniit at 
that. And he was already half emmeshed 
amidst the edges of the flying crowd, and 
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actually at their mercy, if any of the fugi- 
tives had found so much as a sheep's heart 
to awake within him. 

So he tiuned and galloped back, and 
since he had been one of the first in the 
advance, he was naturally one of the last to 
retreat. There had been a rare burst of a 
downhiU mile or two, and his horse, unfed 
and unwatered within the last twelve hours, 
was in need of mercy. He rode the poor 
beast tenderly, caressing him as he went, 
^id looking up he was aware of an officer 
in staff uniform, who was rounding up the 
stragglers. There are few things that ap- 
peal more directly from man to ioian than 
the sjnnpathy of the sound and rooted 
sportsman. Poison had followed the hounds 
almost from the time when he could first 
bestride a pony ; and the sight of a clean 
workman across bad country was Uke wine 
to him at any time. This fellow in the cocked 
hat and waving plumes was splendidly 
mounted, to be sure, but the going was as 
treacherous and difficult as it well could be, 
and the horseman rode with an address and 
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daring which were delightful to lcx)k at. He 
waved an urgent hand from three or four 
hundred yards away towards Poison, who 
responded by a gesture indicating the route 
he meant to take. The last straggler having 
been thus rounded up, the officer turned 
and reined in his charge for a final look at 
the retreating forces of the enemy; and 
somewhere from the black middle mass of 
them down in the shadow of the valley 
there came a flash and a volley of smoke, 
and almost directly afterwards an echoing 
boom of sound. The charger reared, drooped 
upon his haunches, and fell over ; the rider 
dropped with admirable agility on one side 
and avoided the threatened mischief of the 
fall. There were scores of unmastered 
steeds racing about the valley and the up- 
ward slopes ; Poison rode for the nearest, 
and, having secured it, cantered up to the 
place where the dead charger lay, A round 
shot had ploughed its way clean through 
the noble creature's chest, and the sight was 
pitiable and gruesome. 

' Here is a mount, sir,' said the young 
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dragoon. * Not as good as your own, but it 
will carry you back to camp, anyhow.' 

As he spoke, the epauletted cocked- 
hatted owner of the slaughtered charger 
was leaning downward, detaching some- 
thing from a holster, and when he looked 
up he displayed the features of Major de 
Blacquaire. 

Until that instant neither could have re- 
cognised the other, but at the first glance 
there was a challenge in the eyes of either. 

' Thanks, my man,' said De Blacquaire, 
laying a hand upon the rein which Poison 
held out towards him. 

Nothing could have been more savagely 
incisive than the tone, nothing more pur- 
posed to wound. 

* You caught this horse rather cleverly,' 
said De Blacquaire, *and I'm very much 
obliged to you. Of course, you understand 
that a man doesn't go into action with a lot 
of money about him ; but if you'll ask for 
me at headquarters this evening. Major de 
Blacquaire, you'll find half-a-sovereign wait- 
ing for you. You can ask my man for it.' 
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The Major stood drawling there, with 
purposed insult in word and tone and smile, 
and Poison, leaning downward, drew his 
dragoon's gauntlet from the left hand, and 
struck him across the face with it. 

* I suppose,' he said, * that's flat mutiny, 
and whilst I am about it, here's another 
sample of the same.' 

The Major retreated behind his horse, 
and stood there, almost speechless with in- 
dignation. 

* I threatened you with a hiding once 
before,' said Poison. *And you were cur 
enough to run away. I told you on the 
day I joined that if we ever met again and 
by word or look or gestm-e you insulted me, 
I would spoil that handsome face of yours. 
You can report against me, if you like, and 
I dare say that if you do it may go pretty 
hard with me. But I will let you ofi^ for the 
moment with what you have taken, and for 
the present I will say good evening to you.' 

He drew on his gauntlet as he spoke, and 
tinned his horse's head. 

* Wait there,' said De Blacquaire. * I 
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have just one word to say to you. You 
know that I could have you triced to the 
triangle and flogged ? ' Poison nodded, but 
said nothing. His eyes spoke for him. 
*You know I could have you court-mar- 
tialled and shot ? ' 

* Like enough/ said Poison. 
Major de Blacquaire swung into the 
saddle. * I don't care to take revenge that 
way,' he said. * I have known you always 
for an impudent and imderbred young cub ; 
but you go by way of pretending to be a 
gentleman, and I have my punishment in 
store for you. I learned something of you 
from your friend, Captain Volnay, and 
amongst other things I find you are playing 
Quixote. When the campaign is over 
you'll be going back to the old thief's thou- 
sands. I will give you a gaol-bird to go 
back to. I have at quarters what amoimts 
to a confession. It's an offer of restitution 
from Mr. Jervase ; and I am not disposed 
to accept it. The case must slumber until 
this little business is over ; but when I get 
back I will make a criminal prosecution of 
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it, and you may make up your mind for 
whatever it may be worth that the work of 
this last five minutes has made a felon of 
that blackguard of a father/ 

' And that/ said Poison, ' is an English 
officer's answer to a blow I ' 

* Yes/ said De Blacquaire, * that is the 
English officer's answer/ And so sa3ang, he 
put in spurs and rode away. 
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CHAPTER X 

Here we are, fifteen months later, with 
Balaclava and Inkerman behind us, and the 
world ringing with the story of our valour ; 
and something here and there being said 
about the staring incapacity of our com- 
manders and the crass dishonesty and 
stupidity of our contractors. The army 
which left home in such bright array is 
transformed to a crowd of ragged vagabonds, 
and aU the services are mixed together in the 
trenches and the camps before Sevastopol. 
Here are men of the Horse Artillery whose 
batteries have lost their horses ; and here 
are cavahymen dismoimted, whether by 
reason of warlike misadventure or the sheer 
starvation of horseflesh. And since folks 
must do something for their bread in cam- 
paigning times, as at more peaceful seasons, 
the rules and regulations of special branches 
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of the military service are cast aside, and 
men of every arm are working in the 
trenches together. A crowd of vagabonds 
we are to look at, to be sure ; but a year of 
war, if you only think of it, makes a boy a 
veteran, and the bronzed, weatherbeaten, and 
ragged lads of whom the army is in the 
main composed, have lived in an atmosphere 
of powder for a year past; have gone 
marching and coimter-marching imder shot 
and shell; and charging, and repelling 
charges, imtil the imminent peril of their 
lives is a great deal more famiUar to them 
than their daily bread. The peril is there 
always, and the bread turns up with extreme 
fitfulness. 

On the Christmas Eve of 'fifty-five there 
was a time of excitement in the second 
parallel before the Malakoff ; and this was 
not because oi any special danger of the 
siege or any threatened imminent assault, 
but simply and merely because of the late 
slaughter of a pig of tender age whose screams 
had come up from the Turkish camp about 
the witching hour of midnight. 
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Amongst the war-worn, ragged, bronzed 
and bearded crowd is that identical Faddy 
who reckoned his uniform the livery of his 
degradation when he first assumed it. He 
is as ragged as any Connemara harvester by 
this time, and as tanned, as plucky, and as 
impudent in the face of death and hardship 
as he knows how to stick ; and it is he who 
has brought the news which flutters the 
spirits of the score of men who are huddled 
in the trench together, right beneath the 
gaping embrasure of the Russian guns. 

It was near midnight, and an extreme 
languor of fatigue had fallen upon all men 
when the tattered slip of Hibernian nobility 
crawled up on hands and knees so as not 
to expose himself against the sky-line, and 
dropped into his own place in the trench. 
He dropped with his feet on the stomach 
of Sergeant Poison Jervase, who denounced 
his clumsiness in fair set terms, which came 
as pat to his lips as if he had rehearsed 
them for a year. 

* Is that you ? ' said Paddy. * I beg yer 
pardon, and be damned to you. And now 
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will ye just listen? D'ye hear the death 
cry?' 

Everybody heard the death cry, filling 
the air from barely a third of a mile away : 
the voice of pork at the last agony. 

* The Lord alone knows where it's come 
from, but that Mussulman crush down below 
has got hold of a pig. The devil a ration 
has been served to them for a month past, 
and they ought to know what himger means 
be this time. But bhoys,' the speaker 
went on, with a whispered emphasis, \ we're 
Christian men, I hope, and we can't dream 
of allowing those poor infidels to peril their 
immortal salvation by the eating of strange 
food. It's eternal loss to the soul of a Mussul- 
man that puts a knife and fork into a griskin. 
And I'm proposin' a work of Christian 
charity. Have ye got the matayrials for a 
fire handy ? ' 

One of the men sleepily bade him be 

damned, and turned over in the mud in a 

scrap of ragged blanket ; but all the rest at the 

bare suggestion of a meal were wide awake. 

^ Sergeant, darlin', just be giving me half- 
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a-dozen men and we will make an exploita- 
tion, and be back in no time with a meal of 
meat that ought to be good enough for this 
particular mess from now till New Year's 
Day. Is there any chance of a fire now ? ' 

A member of the hungry, hard-bitten 
band owned a solitary lucifer; but was 
afraid that the damp had deprived it of aU 
virtue. 

* Hurry up, boys,' said one. * If once 
those blessed Bazouks get a fork into piggy^ 
we shall have to fight for a share of him.' 

* We've got the makings of a fire here 
somewhere,' said the man with the soUtary 
lucifer. * But how are we to start it ? This 
brushwood stuff is all wet, and it won't 
catch.' 

But one man was there with a providen- 
tial scrap of newspaper. There was a moon 
in the frosty sky, with tatters of windy cloud 
about it, which gave light enough to show 
the men each others' faces dimly, and they 
all clustered in a rough ring, some knecEng, 
some standing, and the centre of the throng 
was the man with the match. Near him, 
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second only in importance, was the man 
with the newspaper, and kneeling near was 
a third who stirred up the loose brushwood 
below the heaped fuel which had been 
gathered and hoarded for a month past for 
a Christmas fire. 

* Here's a dry pebble,' said one man, 
pressing soUcitously forward, and proflfering 
his midnight find to the man with the 
match. ^ Strike her on that, and for Grod's 
sake hold your breath, boys.' 

The human centre of interest, the man 
with the match, took the pebble and polished 
it to complete drjntiess on the lining of his 
overcoat. Then he struck the match, which 
emitted a faint phosphorescent glow, and 
went dark again. 

In those days, when a Russian gunner 
felt aweary, and found a lack of interest in 
the crawling hours of darkness, he would let 
bang a gun fi'om the Redoubt, simply pour 
passer le temps ; and at this minute the skip- 
ping * zip ' of a shot, a splutter of earth, and 
then the sullen boom of the discharge came 
to give variation to the scene. The lucifer 
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match, however, was the all-absorbing centre 
of interest just then, and the scratch on the 
pebble was a much more important soimd 
than any bellow of cannon from the fort. 
The lucifer was barely equal to its duties, 
and half-a-dozen times it gave its feeble 
spark of phosphorescent light in vain ; but 
at last it struck, and the blue and yellow 
sulphur bubbled and crackled into flame. 
The man with the newspaper was ready, 
and caught the fire. The wet twigs smoked 
pimgently, and there was one heart-sinking 
moment when the last chance seemed to 
have vanished ; but then the fire sparkled 
up merrily, and the blaze lit the earthen side 
of the trench and the silky-bearded, bronzed, 
imwashed faces, and the stalwart, tattered 
figures of the crowd, with a flickering 
changeful brightness. 

* That's all right, boys,* said the Honour- 
able Patrick Erroll, Private of Dragoons. 
^ And now. Sergeant darlin*, give me half-a- 
dozen rank and file, and, please God, well 
have a meal for Christmas morning.* 

^ Now, I'm just as keen as any one of 
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you,' said Sergeant Jervase, *and just as 
hungry ; but be very quiet about the busi- 
ness, Paddy, and don't have a row with the 
Bashis, for the Lord's sake.' 

* Trust me. Sergeant,' said the Honour- 
able Mr. ErroU, * and nurse the fire whilst 
we're away.' 

Out of the blank darkness of the night 
the flame and glow from the second parallel 
seemed to bite a hole ; and as its brightness 
grew, it drew the attention of the guimers 
of the Malakoff, who banged at it sulkily 
from time to time. But the reckless con- 
tingent under Paddy's leadership had already 
clambered to the open and were making a 
muddy way in the darkness towards the 
Turkish camp. 

Down in the trench the fire grew to a 
rich and splendid glow, and one or two of 
the favoured of fortune, who owned pipes 
and tobacco, plucked bright embers from it, 
and, nestling under the shelter of the wall, 
sucked away at their comfort with simple 
animal noises of satisfaction. 

*I say. Bill/ says one, *was you ever 
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*ungry before you seen this Gawd-forsaken 
Crimea?' 

^ Lor' love yer,' says the man questioned, 
* I was bom hungry, and I've been hungry 
ever since. But if the Honourable Paddy 
finds that 'og, and I get hold of a hind leg 
of him, I won't complain before to-morrow 
midnight' 

The fire glowed with a richer and a richer 
light, and men of hospitable minds wiped 
their half-smoked clays on the inside crook 
of a coated elbow and passed on luxury and 
refi*eshment to less-favoured neighbours. It 
was a time for comradeship, if only for the 
fact that it was Christmas Eve, and coming 
fast towards Christmas morning. But the 
thought of the slain porker was in all men's 
minds, and made them expansive and gene- 
rous and reserved by turns. Boom I said 
the gun fi-om the Redoubt, and the earth 
spluttered between the collar of Sergeant 
Poison's jacket and his neck, and dribbled 
comfortlessly down his back, colder than 
any charity he had known of: lately-fi-ozen 
earth, half thawed, with wet snow on the 
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top of it, and a sulky boom behind to add a 
threat to its cold sting. 

After long waiting, a voice in ecstatic 
laughter, and surely the voice of the Honour- 
able Paddy. Shufiling footsteps in the dark, 
and the hungriest of the whole crowd in the 
trench clhnbing to peer into the blackness ; 
a youth who has not yet finished growing, 
and who finds the irregularity of meals a 
cruel thing. 

* I'd like to know,* says the Honom^ble 
Mr. Erroll cheerfully, *who trusted those 
infernal Russians with a gun ? TheyTl be 
hurting somebody by and by, if they're not 
careful. But here's the pig, boys, and there's 
nobody but poor little Ahmed Bey the worse 
for us. I knocked him on the head from 
behind, and we'll be none the worse friends 
to-morrow.' 

Bang, and bang, and bang ! soimded the 
ffuns from the Russian battery, drawn by the 
%ht ; but a delicious odour rose upon the 
air, and the teeth of the little contingent 
watered. There was a ramrod with Sergeant 
Poison at one end of it, and Paddy Erroll at 
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the other, and the loveliest loin of young 
pork in the middle; and the two, with 
scorched hands and scorched faces, turned, 
and turned, and turned the improvised spit. 
And there were some less nice in appetite 
who had raked out heaps of glowing cinders 
from the fire, and had lain succulent slices 
thereon and buried them in more cinders, and 
who were now enjo)ring a compoimd feast of 
pork and charcoal, with such an insane relish 
as no home-staying epicure could conceive 
over the lordliest dish the combined cuisine 
of the whole wide world could show him. 

* What are you up to here, you fellows ? * 
said a voice out of the darkness. ^ That's a 
jolly appetising smelL' 

* Fresh roast pork, sir,* responded one 
man with his mouth fuU. 

* Fresh roast pork I * echoed the inquirer. 
* Hillo — ^that you. Sergeant ? You're in luck. 
I'll join your mess if you make no objection.' 

* Nobody more welcome than Captain 
Volnay, sir,' said Poison. *Find that old 
bread-box, one of you, and give Captain 
Volnay a seat.' 
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* Hurry up 1 ' said Volnay. * That smell 
is maddening. How did you men come in 
for such a treasure trove as this ? ' 

*I'm Columbus,' said the Honoiu^ble 
Paddy, tinning the ramrod spit, 

* Why, by Jingo 1 ' cried Volnay, * you Ve 
got a whole pig here, I say. Sergeant, I'm 
going to confiscate a leg for our Christmas 
mess. You don't think you fellows are going 
to be allowed to sit gourmandising here 
whilst we go hungry ! ' 

One man, sheltered by the shadow, 
answered sneeringly : 

* Precious little going himgry amongst 
your set, sir,' said he. 

*And precious little you know about 
it, my good fellow,' Volnay answered, with 
his sunny laugh. *Life isn't all beer and 
skittles amongst your officers, let me tell 
you.' 

^I'd like to change, sir,' said the mal- 
content. 

* Would you? 'asked the Captain. *Well, 
I dare say you would. But we all have 
enough to grumble at, and to spare, if we 
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happen to be built that way. Just expedite 
that joint, Sergeant.' 

* It will be all the better for another turn 
or two, sir,' said Poison. *It's a deadly 
pity, but there's no such thing as a hint of 
crackling. Piggy came along with his 
bristles on, and we have no shaving tackle.' 

* Who goes there ? ' cried a voice in the 
darkness, two score yards away. 

* Grand rounds,' said another voice. It 
was Major de Blacquaire's, and Poison had 
not heard it since the day of the Alma, a 
year and three months ago. 

* Halt, grand rounds, and give the 
countersign.' 

* Bonnie Dimdee.' 

* Pass, grand rounds, and all's well.' 
Grand rounds came tramping down the 

trench and the men about the fire rose up 
and stood to attention. 

*What is this?' asked De Blacquaire. 
* Who's in charge here ? ' 

* I am, sir,' Poison answered, saluting. 

* What's the meaning of this blaze here ? 
Can't you see that you're drawing the 
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enemy's fire? Report yourself to me at 
noon to-morrow. Scatter that stuff, and 
trample it out.' 

A foot was thrust into the embers, and 
they flared up suddenly. The Major recog- 
nised his enemy, and looked from his eyes to 
the stripes upon the left sleeve of his ragged 
overcoat. 

* Is that your owp coat ? ' he asked. 

* Yes, sir.' 

^Serffeant are you? I'll break you for 
this to-morrow.- 

* That you, old chap ? ' drawled Volnay 
from his seat on the bread-box. ' Said you 
were dead. We've got no end of a find 
here. Whole pig. If you'll let me know 
where to find you, I've bagged a ham, and 
I'll invite myself to dine with you, and 
bring my own rations with me.' 

* Tha-anks,' said De Blacquaire. * Don't 
trouble. I shaU find it my duty to report 
this scene of riot and disorder. Forward. 
March.' 

Grand rounds went by, and the scattered 
fire faded. 
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' If you can manage to hack a slice of 
that pork off, Sergeant I ' said Volnay, * I'm 
beastly himgry.' 

' Done, I think, to a turn,' said Poison. 
* Who's got anjrthing that will cut ? ' 

* I'm tould, sir,' said a voice out of the 
darkness, with a rich oily brogue in it, * that 
there's hours of difference between here and 
Limerick. Won't it be Christmas mornmg 
in old Ireland, sir ? And will the bells be 
ringing? ' 

* Ye're out in your reckonin',' said another 
voice amid the shadows. * It's exactly the 
other way. Your folks is going to bed in 
Limerick. The sun has a knack of risin' in 
the east, my lad, and we're far east of 
Ireland, or Aberdeen for that matter. I'm 
not mindin' the exact particulars, but it's a 
matter of some two hours, I'm thinking. 
It's deep midnight here, and an hour or so 
beyond it, and they'll be over their punch- 
bowls, yonner. That's so, sir, I'm believin' ? ' 

*/ don't know, upon my word,' said 
Volnay. * You're out of my depth, my 
lad. But it's a bit of a sin to talk about 
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punch-bowls, isn't it, on a night like this, 
when there isn't a hot drink within a 
hundred miles ? Sergeant, this pork is like 
manna in the wilderness. Look me up 
before you report yourself to Major de 
Blaequaire, will you? I'm responsible for 
the fire, you understand. It was my duty 
to retire the whole crowd of you imder 
arrest, I know, but there isn't a lot of fim 
going for you beggars here, is there ? Grood- 
night. Sergeant, and don't forget the hour in 
the morning.' 

* Good-night, sir.' * God go with you, 
su-.' * A merry Christmas and a loight harrut 
to you, sir, for many a year.' 

' That's your man, nah. Sergeant,' said 
one man out of the shadow in a tone that 
was learned in Rotherham, or very near it. 
^ Ah like Captain Volnay as mooch as ah like 
anybody. He's got a kind of a way with him 
an' he sits dahn with the like of huz, and he 
talks to us as if we was men in place o' bein' 
cattle, which is the way with most on 'em. 
Here's good luck to Captain Volnay, an' if 
ah'd got a glass o' that steamin' poonch 
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they'll got in Aberdeen, ode bird, ah'd scald 
my throat with a relish/ 

They were all fiiU of roast pork, or of 
pork more or less roasted, and the scent of 
the sacrifice was yet in the air, and their 
war-bitten souls were cheered and warmed, 
if ever so Httle. 

* Yis,' said one lad, * if half the quality 
knowed 1 ' 

' Hallo ! ' said Poison, turning in the 
fragrant dark. * How far from Bilston were 
you bom ? ' 

*Wedgebury,' said the voice. *No 
furder.' 

* Beacon Hargate, me,' said Poison. 

' I'd ha' guessed it. Sergeant. I'd ha' 
guessed it. I niver heerd yoiu* voice afore 
to-night, but there's a kind of a turn of the 
tongue in it now and then.' 

The contingent fell to silence, and a wet 
cliQging snow began, ruled in straight hnes. 
The embers of the fire hissed under it, and 
the men drew themselves into such shelter 
as they could find, and waited in the grey, 
cold patience for the expected relief from 
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duty. It was long in coming, and they 
learned afterwards that the regimental 
Sergeant-major, whose duty it ought to have 
been to reUeve them on that Christmas 
morning, . was dead from dysentery, poor 
fellow, and as a matter of fact it tiuiied out 
that he was buried in the muddy earth and 
half frozen in there before anybody remem- 
bered to take up his duty. 

The long, long night went on, and the 
Russian gunner, finding his attention no 
longer drawn to the distant fire, had gone 
to sleep or anyhow fallen silent, when a 
witching noise rose upon the air, and all the 
worn, half-sleeping men sat up to listen. 
Surely there was the sound of church bells, 
and there was a rush towards the pleasant 
noise. It was only a man from the smithy 
who happened to have a musical ear and 
had rigged up a kind of gallows from which 
he had hung carbine and rifle barrels of 
varying lengths and calibre, on the which 
he was beating with an u-on rod. The sulky 
duU begmning of the dawn on Christmas 
Day, and there in the trenches the. Christ- 
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mas bells ringing as they might have rmig 
in any village church in old England, two 
thousand miles away. And the hearts of 
the listeners rose to their throats, and men 
were quiet whilst the music sounded. The 
notes reached far, and feU on many a drowsy 
ear, conjuring up visions in the half- 
slumbering minds of humble whitewashed 
viUage steeples, far and far away. Poison's 
contingent, drawn from a distance of some 
two hundred yards, stuffed that ingenious 
musician with half-cold roast pork, and left 
him weU rewarded for his toils. 

By one of those surprising fatuities 
which distinguished this particular campaign 
almost above all others in which the EngUsh 
private soldier has been engaged, an attack 
which was ordered for black midnight was 
ready just m the grey of dawn, and Poison's 
ear caught a whispered word of command 
here and there, and a noise of careful foot- 
steps. The trench of the second parallel 
was ten feet deep, but there was a ladder of 
foot-holes just behind him, and he turned 
and cUmbed, digging his fingers into the 

o 
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half-frozen turf on the Russian side. There 
was the grim Redoubt at which the English 
guns had hammered in vain this many and 
many a day, still solidly silhouetted against 
the clearing sky of morning, dark and lower- 
ing, quiet as death and yet from old experi- 
ence holding a threat in the entrails of it. 
The men — ^three or four thousand of them, 
as one might guess — climbed into the trench 
of the first parallel and were lost to sight. 
They emerged crouching, and raced across 
the space which intervened between them 
and the second, where Poison's own post 
lay. They were down like a dumb wind on 
the one side and up again on the other, and 
raced, crouching, for the first, into which 
they again disappeared. The man who 
shouldered Poison from his place, and whose 
face as he went by might be distinctly seen, 
was Major de Blacquaire. 

* Leading a forlorn hope, you devil, are 
you ? ' said the Sergeant to himself ; but the 
words were silent, and he felt a simple 
throb of admiration for the set mouth 
and resolute eyes of the man who had 
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climbed past him, and wished himself in his 
place. 

The racing, crouching crowd had dived 
into the foremost trench and had reappeared 
again before it was discerned by the Russian 
sentries; but a hundred yards away from 
the foot of the glacis, the whole advance 
was caught and swept and twisted, as by a 
whirlwind, by a hail of gunshot, canister 
and rifle fire. The half-melted, new-fallen 
snow clung to the sloping glacis of the Re- 
doubt, and made a greyish background of 
dim Ught against which a watcher could 
perceive not only the whole motion of the 
line, but the gestiu-e of any single figure in 
it. Hate and interest and admiration alike 
prompted Poison's eyes to follow the slim, 
active figure with the waving sword which 
silently beckoned on his followers. The 
Redoubt opened, as it were, with an earth- 
quake crash, and all the black front of it 
went fiery red and yellow, and at the first 
discharge of this inferno, the figure with the 
flourished sabre in his right hand fell prone. 
The double line of the invaders shook and 

02 
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wavered from right to left, and men dropped 
amongst them as if the scjrthe of Death 
were literally sweeping there. The lines 
advanced, wavered, paused, turned, turned 
again, advanced again with mad cheering, 
scarce heard amid the rattle of musketry 
and the roaring of the guns ; and finally 
broke and ran, utterly routed. The on- 
looker had no part in this conflict except to 
bite and ram down a cartridge or two and 
to send a shot more or less at random into 
the black oblong of the opposing fort ; but 
clinging with his feet on that precarious 
muddy ladder, and with his elbows to the 
frozen turf, he saw clearly the convulsive 
gesture with which De Blacquaire lifted his 
sabre in a last effort to wave on his men. 

Man is a very complex creature, and he 
will not be finally analysed and done with 
until this planet is very much older than 
it was in the nineteenth Christian century. 
Whether it was hate, or personal pride, or a 
sudden flash of admiration for a man whom 
he had hitherto despised. Poison Jervase 
could not have told you to his djring day. 
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But though the motives which inspired him 
were very wildly mixed and very uncertain 
in their origin, there is no doubt whatever 
as to the deed to which amongst themselves 
they inspired him that Christmas morning. 
The Malakoff belched hell. The flying 
crowds hustled him and threw him twice or 
thrice. But he was on his feet again, racing 
towards that prone figure. He dropped 
into the front trench and trod upon a 
wounded man who screamed beneath his 
heel, and climbed out on the ftirther side. 
The air was musical with hooting shell and 
smgmg shot and hissing buUet as if a whole 

Poison found the fallen body of his foe, and 
hugged it in his arms, and raced back as 
hard as he could tear. He tumbled into the 
trench of the first parallel almost anyhow ; 
but he gripped the man he hated, and in his 
soul was a great rejoicing. He tore up the 
opposite side, and came out upon the open 
slope again, with the unconscious man stiU 
in his arms. 

' Youll ruin me, you devil 1 ' said Poison, 
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as he ran breathlessly with the wind of shot 
and shell in his ears. ^ And I'm to report 
myself to you to-morrow, am I? We 
may report ourselves to Ahnighty God to- 
gether, but you are safe for the minute, I 
guess/ 

He was within a yard of his own post 
when these mad exaltations of an excited 
fancy crossed his mind, and at that instant 
a musket shot took him in the neck and he 
fell with his burden into the trench before 
him. 
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CHAPTER XI 

We swoop, as it were, to the skies, and we 
drop, as it were, to the very sea bed, and we 
are seasick to the souls of us, one and all ; 
and of the five hundred men the staunch 
boat carries, there are a round four hundred 
and fifty wounded, and a round four hun- 
dred who will never see the skies with 
conscious eyes again. We are bound for 
Scutari, where an enlightened intelligence, 
awakened at last to some beginning of 
elementary necessity, has established a 
hospital ; for Government, as usual in such 
matters, after five hundred years of more or 
less victorious prowling to and fro in the 
world and more of gathered experience than 
any other body of men ever had in the his- 
tory of the world, has positively made up its 
mind to shelter broken bones and sick bodies 
from the mere inclemencies of the weather. 
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It would not have done so much had it not 
been for the intervention of a lady whose 
name deserves to be immortal so long as 
the British Empire paints itself red upon 
the map ; but Florence Nightingale had en- 
listed the sympathy of English hearts more 
quickly than the Queen's shilling had en- 
listed fighting men, and the Crimean hospi- 
tals were the centre of a thousand human 
interests. The authorities had somehow 
caught and impounded the good ship Ccesar 
at Odessa^ and had despatched it to a desert 
bay with no landing place or chartered 
sounding, near Ouklacool Aides, and, having 
loaded it there with wounded, had ordered it 
across to the Black Sea and down the Dar- 
danelles. The stout Ayrshire heart of the 
captain was sick and sore within him many 
a time on that grim voyage, for before it 
was half over he had spent his last round 
shot on board and his last bit of spare can- 
vas in the sewing up and weighting of men 
who were fated to be buried in the deep. 

Amongst those who escaped this dreary 
fate were Poison Jervase and the enemy he 
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had rescued at so grave a risk of his own 
life, and they two, with about one half the 
original human cargo of the ship, reached 
Scutari, and were landed there, and carried 
into hospital. A rough sea voyage in 
January weather in the Black Sea affords 
no pleasant nurtiu*e for a wounded man, 
and the poor fellows who were carried or 
helped ashore were a pitiable crew indeed. 
Neither Poison nor his enemy was con- 
scious at the hour of landing, or had been 
truly conscious throughout the whole of the 
long and trying voyage. They were lowered 
in their stretchers from the ship's side to the 
caiques which were brought alongside, pulled 
to the shore and carried by hand to the hos- 
pital. They were luckier in this respect 
than the majority of the men, who were 
huddled into the straw of the lumbering 
octagonal-wheeled arabas. The rustic Tm'k 
had not yet mastered the art, even if he has 
mastered it to-day, of constructing a cart- 
wheel in a circle. He makes it eight-sided, 
and builds his vehicles without springs, and 
the woimded went along the vile road with 
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a compound jolt for every foot of ground 
they traversed. There are men yet livmg 
who remember that piercmg scene, and the 
cries which were wrung from the hearts of 
the stoutest fighting men in the world along 
that via dolorosa. It happened that the 
rescued and the rescuer were laid side by 
side, each on a bed some twenty inches in 
width ; and there they were tended many 
days before either of them awoke to a real 
knowledge of his surroundings. la their 
waking hours they babbled deliriously, the 
pair of them, letting out the secrets of their 
very souls, if anybody had been there to 
listen. Day by day, and night by night. 
Poison, as he remembered afterwards, heard 
the best loved voice in the world from time 
to tune, and sometimes with it and some- 
times alone the voice he hated most. The 
wind was blowing the rain against the win- 
dows of the grey-stone house on Beacon 
Hill, and Irene and his father were whisper- 
ing secrets together in the parlour. Then 
De Blacquaire was chattering there and say- 
ing all manner of things which were not 
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pertinent to the case in hand, and Irene was 
answering him. John Jervase was talking 
by turns to all three, and was sometimes 
absmdly sentimental, dropping tears on the 
listener s upturned face. All this was so 
strange and confused, so much a dream of 
delirium, that when at last the sufferer awoke 
to reason, he attached no meaning to it. 

It was the 1st of February, as he found 
out afterwards, and he had been crazy for 
five weeks. He stared feebly up at the 
ceiling and wondered as to his whereabouts. 
He tried to lift a hand, but he might have 
worn a gauntlet of lead, it felt so heavy; 
though, when at last he struggled into a 
changed posture, it looked as if it were made 
of egg-shell porcelain, it was so thin and 
worn. 

• I wonder,' he said withm hunself— and 
this was his first conscious thought, * I 
wonder if I saved that sweep.' And then 
at his side he heard De Blacquaire's voice. 

'Thank you,' it was sajring. 'You're 
awfully sweet and kind, and I'm very much 
obliged to you. That is much easier.' 
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Poison was greatly interested, but in the 
very act of turning over to look at his 
enemy, and to find out whom he was 
addressing, he fell into a deep sleep. The 
next time he came back to consciousness it 
was dark, except for a sickly burning oil 
lamp on a sconce fixed against a wall at a 
little distance. He began to be aware of 
the fact that he was amazinsfly hungry, and 
the memory »f what he in^ed^have 
been his last meal came back to him. He 
laughed feebly, and he spoke. 

* I wonder what the beggars did with the 
rest of that pig.' 

There was the sound beside him as of 
an emotional snuffle, and John Jervase blew 
his nose resoundingly, so that Poison knew 
that his father was there before the old man 
bent his head above him. He was too weak 
to be surprised at anything, and had no 
earthly notion as to his own whereabouts. 

* Why, youVe come round again, Polly,' 
said his father. * You know me, don't you ? ' 

It was in Poison's mind to return a hearty 
nod in the affirmative, but all he managed 
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to do was to close his eyes and open them 
again. 

* Why, that's hearty ! ' said Jervase, 
smoothing the bedclothes above him with 
a tremulous hand. * That's hearty, old chap. 
They said you wouldn't pull through, but I 
knew better all along. Now, you was to 
take this, if you woke up, and you've got to 
keep very still and quiet. This is the very 
best beef tea as you can get for love or 
money in all Asia Minor. You let me tuck 
this napkin under your chin, PoUy, and I'll 
feed you with a golden tablespoon. You'd 
'ardly believe it, but I bought this in Vienna 
on my way out here, and it used to belong 
to the Empress Catherine of Rooshia, and I 
gave a twenty-pun' note for it, and it's got 
her monogram. You don't mind me chatter- 
ing, old chap, but I don't want to excite 
you, and it's the doctor's orders that I 
mustn't ; but it's pretty nigh on two years 
now since I set eyes on you, and when you 
get stronger and begm to walk about again, 
I shall have a heap of things to tell you.' 

The wounded man lay face upwards, and 
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sipped at the tepid liquid presented to his 
lips with a huge physical enjoyment. In 
his whole life he had never conceived of so 
complete a pleasure. Only the convalescent 
knows the joys of the table. 

* That's the last spoonful, PoUy,' said 
John Jervase, wiping the pale lips with the 
napkin he had tucked beneath the invalid's 
chin at the beginning of the meal. * You'd 
like more, wouldn't you ? ' 

Poison tried to nod again, and again 
achieved nothing more than a lowering and 
raising of the eyelids. 

* You haven't got to have it, you know, 
old chap. You've got to be kept himgry. 
It's been touch and go for weeks, but you'll 
be aU right now, if we take care of you. And 
I reckon we'll do that amongst us.' 

A weary voice rose from the neighbour- 
ing bed. 

* Stop that infernal cackle, whoever you 
are, and let me sleep. Don't you know better 
than to make a row like that in a hospital ? ' 

Once more Poison — ^this time wide awake 
-—was conscious of the voice of his enemy. 
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* It's all right,' his father whispered. * I'll 
come back next time you've got to be fed, old 
chap, but he doesn't like me, and he's been 
down on me a hundred times already.' 

The sick man stared at the ceiling where 
the oil lamp in its sconce on the wall had 
made a smoky semi-circle, and where the 
yellow light now slept upon the whitewash 
within the limits of the smoked half-ring. 
He was too weak to think very deeply, 
and too weak to feel very strongly ; but 
the sense of home within his mind, and the 
father was the father, and the voice and the 
hand had never been unkind since he could 
remember, and the scorn and passion of his 
heart had somehow worn away, and he was 
not angry or contemptuous or full of hatred 
as he had been. 

Jervase leaned over hun in a momentary 
farewell, and Poison saw that the old man's 
eyes were fiiU of tears. One dropped plump 
and warm on the tip of his own nose, and 
there was something comic and touching in 
the fact, and he giggled and snu£9ed over it 
to the verge of a weak hysteria. 
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* I wasn't to disturb you, PoUy,' said 
Jervase, ^ and I'm misbehaving myself . I've 
got to go, and you've got to go to sleep ; 
but I'U be back as soon as ever they'll let 
me, and in a day or two's time you'll be 
strong enough for you and me to have a 
talk together.' 

^ I wish,' said the feeble, drawlmg voice 
from the neighbouring bed, * that you would 
hold your tongue or go. I want to sleep.' 

John Jervase stooped to kiss Poison on 
the forehead, and went his way down the 
silent ward, with his boots creaking with a 
fainter and fainter soimd, imtil he reached 
the folding doors at the far end of the 
dormitory. 

The lad lay quiet. He had parted with 
his father in bitter disdain and anger, but 
somehow these emotions had all departed 
from him by this time, and had left him as 
if they had been an evil spirit, banished by 
some better influence* He did not know — 
he was too weak and tired to think about 
things — ^but at his side there was an angry 
stirring and a peevish voice spoke to him. 
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* That's you, is it ? ' 

Poison, a little strengthened by the food 
he had taken, managed to roU round upon 
his shoulder, and looked his late enemy in 
the face. 

* It's I,' he said. * Indubitably. And it's 
you, to a certainty. Where did you get 
hit?' 

There was so long a silence that each 
thought that the other had fallen asleep ; but 
when it had endured for perhaps the space 
of twenty minutes, De Blacquaire began to 
turn and murmur, and at last his words 
found an articulate form. 

* I say,' he began, * you there ! You I 
Sergeant ! Are you awake ? ' 

* Wide,' said Poison. 

The man beside him lay with pallid face 
and big bird-like eyes, staring at the smoked 
semi-circle on the ceiling, and after the in- 
quiry he had offered and the answer given, 
there was silence again, whilst a man might 
have counted twenty. 

* They've told me all about it,' said Major 
de Blacquaire, *and I don't understand it. 

p 
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And I want to understand. What in the 
name of hell did you fetch me out for ? ' 

* You go to sleep,' said Polscwa, * and don't 
ask ridiculous questions/ 

* I want to know,' said De Blacquaire. 

* I'll tell you to-morrow,' the Sergeant 
answered. ' But it's no good thinking about 
things just now.' 

Again there was a silence, and it lasted 
for a full hour. The rank petroleum lamp 
in the sconce burnt out and left a sickening 
stench upon the air. The whole space in 
which the wounded men lay went dark, and 
the wild free wind and the cruel driving rain 
beat at the window. In the black darkness 
voices spoke here and there. There were 
notes of fever from wounded men, and once 
or twice there was a last message whispered 
to a nurse's ear, never to be delivered. Dark 
and storm, and the heroic long-suffering soul 
released from the heroic long-suffering body, 
and going home at midnight. 

Sick men who have been half-starved for 
a year or two, and who have run through 
every note of the gamut of emotion, may be 
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quicker to appreciate these influences than 
common people are : but Eolsori Jervase, 
lying on his back and staring upwards in a 
futile endeavour to trace the semi-circular 
ring of smoke upon the ceiling, felt them all 
deeply. 

Whilst he lay there, staring upwards, 
there was a sudden patter of bare feet on 
the bare floor at his side, and a hand clutched 
him. 

*Look here,' said Major de Blacquaire, 
and even in his half dream he knew the voice 
instantly, as if he had been wide awake and 
the room had lain in broad daylight. * Look 
here, what the devil did you do it for ? ' 

* Glet back into bed,' said Poison, * and 
I'll try to talk to you.' 

The beds were not more than twenty 
inches in width, and there was barely a foot 
between them, so that a man by the stretch- 
ing of a hand could touch a comrade. 

Out of the dark, to the Sergeant's in- 
tense surprise, there came a groping hand, 
which sought his own, and found it and 
clutched it. 

p 2 
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* What the devil did you do it for ? ' said 
De Blacquaire. 

* Well,' said the wounded Sergeant, * it's 
pretty hard to say. I suppose it's a mixed* 
up kind of thing altogether. I saw you drop, 
and you promised to break me in the mom* 
ing, and if I'd let your chance go by, d'ye 
see ' 

* See ! ' said De Blacquaire, holding on to 
the hand in the darkness. ' You're not half 
a bad fellow, Jervase.' 

* Ain't I?' said Jervase. *You go on 
like this, Major, and I shall begin to think 
that you're a better sort than I fancied you 
were.' 

The two men went to sleep together, 
each holding the other's hand. It was 
an odd thing, and quite unlikely to have 
been prophesied by anybody; but it 
happened. 

An hour or two later, when the elder 
Jervase stole in on tiptoe, with a new cup of 
priceless beef-tea, he saw the two men lying 
there, with their faces turned to each other, 
as if they had been lovers, and h^nd holding 
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hand. He took Poison by the wrist, and 
shook the grasp gently asunder. 

* You've got to take this, old chap/ he 
said, and setting down the candle he carried, 
and fixing it by its own grease to the rough 
hospital table at the bed head, he began to 
feed the boy once more. 

You are not to imagine the ward silent 
all this time. There are valiant souls of men 
passing with every hour, and groans of death 
and anguish, and all the living axe conscious. 

When Jervase had fed the Sergeant to 
the last teaspoonful, he retired again, leaving 
the candle burning on the table at the bed 
head. 

* These poor chaps,' he said, * may find a 
Uttle bit of comfort in a Ught, and any way, 
good English wax don't stink like Turkish 
lamp oil, does it, old chap ? ' 

The *old chap' winked. He had no 
strength to express himself in any more 
emphatic manner; but he had got to love 
his father once again, for, after all, the ties 
of blood are strong, and a man may have 
been a wrong doer without givmg his own 
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son an eternal cause to hate him* And when 
a man has a bullet hole through the neck, 
and has been unconscious for many days, 
and delirious for many weeks, and finds a 
once familiar face bending over him, habit 
asserts itself; and any hatred or despite 
which may have come in between two people 
long ago is likely to be scattered. It was a 
foreign air which howled about the gables 
and chinmeys. It was a foreign wind which 
wept and moaned about that abode of sorrow, 
and drove the rain against the window panes. 
But to the boy, the feel of whose father's 
hand was still warm in his own, it was home, 
home, home. The candle dwindled down, 
and he had been watchful enough to prevent 
the whole place being set on fire by waiting 
to blow out its final flame as it drove towards 
the bare wood on which it rested. Darkness 
came down and slumber with it ; and then 
on the top of slumber a quiet whisper and a 
dawning light which waked many men in 
the long bare corridor. There was a candle 
carried by a hospital niu*se in the sombre 
uniform of her craft, and behind it came a 
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lady whom every waking man there present 
turned to thank, if it were only by a move- 
ment of the enfeebled hand, or a droop of 
the eyelid, or a motion of the deadened lips. 
Men who are dying after long sickness in 
hospital cannot cheer. Men who fall in the 
full tide of the strength of manhood on 
the battlefield can acclaim their leader. The 
wasted forces had natiu-ally gone, but as 
the gleaming candle light led Florence 
Nightingale from couch to couch, the wakers 
turned and gave such signals as they could. 
The pitying, watchful, gracious face went 
by, and the candle light departed. 

A good many weeks and months went 
by before the name of the owner of that 
gracious face and that memorable smile 
was known even to the parting souls and 
suffering bodies which were cheered by it. 

Spring comes up earUer in the region of 
Scutari than it does in London, and there 
were many scores of ragged silken-bearded 
fellows rambling up and down the streets of 
the place on crutches before the first leaf 
had declared itself in any park in London, 
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and almost before the first wayside flower had 
bloomed m any English comitry hedgerow- 

Away to the north-east of the hospital 
lies that cemetery which for many a year to 
come will be a place of pilgrimage for the 
British globe-trotter. There are the hwiched, 
high-shouldered monuments of many buried 
men, with the turban with its wreathen 
carvings to indicate the resting place of the 
master sex. In those da3rs, when the shallow 
graves were being very quickly filled, the 
convalescent inmates of the hospital made 
the cemetery their favourite promenading 
groimd, and it was here, upon a shining 
March Monday, that Poison and Major de 
Blacquaire encountered each other on their 
wanderings amid the tombs, the one on 
crutches, and the other painfiiUy support- 
ing his footsteps by the aid of a walking 
stick. 

* Since they began to sort us about,' said 
De Blacquaire, * I've lost sight of you. And 
you've never answered my question. Now, 
what the devil did you do it for ? ' 

^Look here,' said Poison, using his 
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favourite locution, * you've threatened two 
or three times to make an end of me/ 

*Yes,' said the Major, nodding and 
drawling on the word. * That's right enough. 
But what's that got to do with it ? ' 

* Well, you see,' said Poison, * I'd got to 
give you the chance to do it.' 

* Had you ? ' said Major de Blacquaire. 
The one man was leaning on his crutches, 

and the other was stooping on his crutch 
walking-stick, and there was nobody near 
so far as either of them could see. 

* I don't know,' said De Blacquaire, in a 
drooping voice. * I may be all wrong, and 
in a sort of way knocked to pieces, don't you 
know. But I think on the whole. Sergeant, 
that you have acted like an unusually 
damned good fellow. Do you mind ? ' — he 
pointed to a sunken tomb by a motion of 
one of his crutches, and he sat down upon 
it. *What has a fellow got to do when 
another fellow has fetched him out of the 

* 

fire at the risk of his own life, and one fellow 
hates the other fellow like the very devil ? 
I'll tell you straight, Poison,' said De Blac- 
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quaire, in his old-mannered drawl, * I'd have 
seen you damned and done for before I'd 
have reached out a finger to save you. And 
I think that you are the blamedest kind of 
an ass and a duffer to have pulled me out. 
And yet I don't know — I'm not so cursed 
certain that you'll suffer for it.' 
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CHAPTER XII 

In the pale spring sunlight where they sat, 
there came a wholly incongruous figure. It 
was clad in black broadcloth, and black kid 
gloves, and there was a black shining silk 
hat on the top of it ; and in one of the black 
kid gloved hands was balanced a black silk 
umbrella. The figure was that of John 
Jervase, and he was walking amidst the 
tombs of Scutari with about as much visible 
emotion as he would have shown if he had 
been on his daily walk to the Stock 
Exchange in Stevenson Place, Birmingham. 

* They told me at the hospital as you'd 
got leave for a bit of a walk, Polly, and 
one of the chaps said it was likely I should 
find you here. You're better, ain't you? 
There's a little bit of colour in your face 
this mommg.' 

He was altogether gay and firiendly, and 
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his voice and maimer alike were cheerful, but 
he fell into a ludicrous consternation as he 
turned to find Major de Blacquaire seated be- 
tween two turbaned tombs at his left hand* 

^ I say, Sergeant/ said the Major, with his 
University drawl, * I wish you'd go away for 
half a minute, and leave me to talk things 
over with your Grovemah ? ' 

' As you like,' said Poison, and hobbled 
away towards the south end of the ceme- 
tery, where the bay lay gleaming that mild 
morning, and French and English troop- 
ships were landing men who were as broken 
as he himself had been a month ago. 

* I suppose,' said De Blacquaire, scratch- 
ing lines on the ground before him with one 
of his crutches, *that you're one of the 
beastliest old boimders that one could find 
on the face of the earth, and I have the best 
sort of a good mind to get you into trouble* 
I suppose you know that ? ' 

* Very well,' said John Jervase. * If you 
won't get me into any sort of trouble that 
won't leave my boy outside, you're welcome.' 

' Yes,' said the Major, ' that's where you 
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come in. You go and rob your neighboiu* for 
a matter of about twenty years, and when I 
drop into his property you go on robbing 
me, and then because yoiu* son's a good chap 
a man is obliged to let you alone. I don't 
think that that is fair.' 

John Jervase had seated himself at the 
opposite side of the cemetery path, and was 
as busy in the making of hieroglyphics with 
the point of his neatly folded silk umbrella 
as Major de Blacquaire was with the point 
of his crutch. 

* Hit me,' he said, * without hitting the 
boy and you are welcome.' 

Major de Blacquaire scored the wet 
gravel with the crutch, looking frowningly 
down upon the groimd, and Jervase scored 
the earth on his side with the neat brass 
ferrule. 

* I don't quite see what I am to do with 
you,' said the Major. *It isn't the boy's 
fault that he has a rotter for a father, is it ? ' 

* Now you look here,' said John Jervase, 
heavily and solidly, * I've had pretty nearly 
two years to think this thing over in. I've 
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done wrong, and I own up to it. There's 
my boy, Polly, as is reeonunended for the 
Victoria Cross by Sir Colin Campbell, and 
fetched you out of the fire under the 
Malakoff, so I'm told, as if you'd been his 
very bom brother. I've been sitting by his 
bed for more than a month past, and if I'm 
not a Dutchman he hates you like poison. 
He'd only got to leave you there and every- 
thing would have been at an end betwixt 
us ; and what on earth he fetched you out for, 
I don't know. If you think, Major, that I'm 
appealing for myself, you're the most mis- 
taken man in the whole wide world. If you 
can find a way of hitting old Jack Jervase 
without hitting the boy, find it and do it. 
But ever since I've heard about you, folks 
have told me that you pride yourself on 
being a gentleman ; and if a gentleman is 
going to take it out of a chap who has 
nearly died for him, when he had every 
right to leave him alone, and when it was 
the biggest Idnd of blunder to rescue him, I'm 
no judge of what a gentleman ought to be.' 
Major de Blacquaire moved the point of 
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the crutch to and fro on the moist gravel, 
and made his hieroglyphics in the soil with- 
out response for a minute or two. But at 
last he said, in his Cambridge drawl : 

* You're an illimitable old bounder, but 
you're rather a clever old bounder, when all 
is said and done, and I suppose I shall have 
to let you go.' 

* Major de Blacquaire,' said Jervase, * it 

ever there was a man mistaken in this 

world, you're a mistaken man. I don't 

want your ticket, and I don't want your 

pardon. I've had two years to think this 

over in. I've been without my lad all the 

time, and I've come out here to find him 

broke and wandering in his mind. I've sat 

down between your bed and his, and I've 

heard him in his wanderings say how he 

hated you, and I've heard you say how 

you've hated him. And now I tell you, 

fair and square, find a way of hitting me 

that won't hit the lad, and I'll take anything 

that you can do to me.' 

* There isn't any way,' said De Blacquaire, 
' worse luck ! I'm told that there's a doctrine 
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of heredity, and weVe got to believe that 
men are like their £Eithers. Personally, I'm 
not going to believe it. And I shall be 
obliged to you if you will go and send back 
a lad who's about as much like you as you're 
like the Apostle PauL Now — vanish 1 and 
behave like an honest fellow for once in your 
life for the sake of an honest son.' 

John Jervase rose, * It's aU very well,' 
he said, *for you to talk. You've never 
been poor and ambitious and hard run, and 
you don't know what temptation can 
amoimt to. You've got your money back 
again to the last penny. It's in Stubbs' 
hands, and I've stood the racket. And if 
the father did you a bad turn the son has 
done you a good one.' 

* Will you kindly go away, Mr. Jervase ? ' 
said the Major. 

* Yes,' said Jervase, * I'll go away. But 
since I'm here, I'm going to ask you one 
question. Are you going to hit the boy 
through me ? ' 

*Will you oblige me,' said Major de 
Blacquaire, * by going to the devil ? ' 




V. C. 225 

* Are you a-going,' said John Jervase, ' to 
make a scandal of this business when you 
get home again ? I've paid your lawyer to 
the last farthing. My cousin's hooked it with 
pretty near a quarter of a million sterling, 
and gone out to Venezuela, And if I 
hadn't struck on a pretty fat thing in the 
way of a contract for forage and horseflesh 
for these French chaps here, I should have 
been pretty well a bankrupt. But I found 
the money, and you're as well off as you 
would have been if old General Airey had 
never heard my name.' 

* That is good news to a poor man,' said 
De Blacquaire. * And now, my dear sir, wiU 
you oblige me by going to the devil ? ' 

* Are you a-going to make a scandal 
about this business when we get home 
again ? ' Jervase asked. ^ 

* No, you purblind clown,' said Major de 
Blacquaire, rising, and fitting his crutches to 
his armpits. * I am not. You have about 
as much notion of what a man is bound to 
do tuider these conditions as an ox would 
have. Please do as I have asked you, and 

Q 
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leave me, and send the boy along. I don't 
think that he will leave the same flavour on 
the palate as the father does.' 

* I suppose/ said Jervase, *that from your 
point of view I've been a badish sort of a lot ? ' 

* I suppose you have/ said Major de 
Blacquaire. 

*But Polly never knew about it, and 
you've never had any sort of a ri^t to look 
down on him. Old Sir Ferdinand was the 
first of your crowd as ever climbed to the 
top of the tree, and I can remember him 
when he was no better off than I am.' 

' I do not think,' said Major de Blac- 
quaire, ' that I have ever encountered quite 
so pestiferous a stupidity. Will you go ? ' 

The tension of the curious interview was 
relieved, for Poison, who had slowly paced 
the circular path which ran round the ceme- 
tery, came limping back again, dinting the 
wet gravel with the crutch-headed stick and 
leaning on it like a man who had achieved 
a forced march of many miles. 

* That's the chap,' said John Jervase, * as 
fetched you out from under fire.' 



V. C. 227 

'I have a right/ said Major de Blac- 
quaire, ' to be as well aware of that fact as 
you are, Mr. Jervase. Sergeant, IVe been 
mistaken about you all along. Do you 

mind * he paused, and there was a break 

in the aristocratic drawl he had so long 
affected that it had grown to be a trick of 
second nature with him, ^ d'you mind shak- 
ing hands. Sergeant ? ' 

Poison Jervase reached out the hand 
which was not engaged with the stick, and 
it happened to be the left. 

* I don't want that. Sergeant,' said the 
Major. 

* My dear fellow,' said Poison, * it's the 
nearest to the heart.' 

And De Blacquaire took it with a glint 
of moisture in his eyes. 

* You ain't done that to me, Polly,' said 
Jervase. * It's pretty near two years since 
you've done that to me. Are you ever 
going to shake hands with me again V 

Major de Blacquaire fitted his crutches 
to his shoulders, and stumped away, leaving 
father and soa t(>gether. 

a2 
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* There's nobody seems to understand 
me, Polly,' said the elder. * I ran my risk 
of gettmg mto quod along with your Uncle 
James, and for a man who's been brought 
up respectable, that ought to count for 
something. I've owned up to everything, 
and I've paid for everjrthing, and I'm a solid 
man this minute. Ain't you going to shake 
hands with your old father, Polly ? I fol- 
lowed you out to the Crimea, and I learned 
where you was a-lyin', wounded, and I've 
nursed you from the minute I foimd you up 
till now. Shake hands, Polly.' 

Father and son shook hands, with no very 
great good will, if the truth must be told, on 
the side of the yoimger ; for Poison had yet 
to learn a lesson or two and had not caught 
the art of forgiveness for the repentant 
sinner who was still prosperous. It is a 
great deal easier for almost anybody to for- 
give the criminal who has fallen to hungec 
and tatters than it is to find an excuse for 
him when he goes in shining broadcloth and 
lustrous silk and patent leather. 

De Blacquaire went stumping along on 
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his crutches in the weak spring sunshine,, 
and Poison and his father, by mere chance, 
were looking after him when he paused at 
the comer of the one important monument 
in the grounds, and ridsed his forage cap to 
some person as yet unseen. 

There is a sort of legend often taught in 
verse and fiction to the effect that no one 
true lover can be near another without the 
presence being felt. But Poison had turned 
away when his father laid a hand upon his 
sleeve, and asked him, * Don't you see who 
that is, Polly ? ' And the lad, turning, saw 
the goddess of his dreams. It was Irene, 
and he recognised her face almost without 
surprise, for it flashed upon him instantly 
that her voice had sounded through all his 
fevered dreams since he had first laid his 
head upon the clean, sweet-smelling hospital 
pillow. The girl was dressed in black, and 
her slight figure looked the slighter for its 
garb. She came forward with a smile in 
her eyes, and with a quickened step. 

* I've kept my promise,' said Jervase the 
elder, * and I havrai't spoke a word.' And 
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with that he exhibited a tact he had not 
shown before, and walked smartly away, 
leaving the boy and girl together. 

^ I have wanted to see you/ she said 
amply, ^ but I have kept away imtil I eould 
be sure of bringing you good news. You 
know that my father is here ? ' 

' I saw him on Lord Baghn's Staff at 
the Alma,' said Poison, ^ and I have heaid 
about him since from time to time.' 

De Blacquaire was hobbling away on his 
crutches towards the hospital, .and by this 
time was barely visible. Jervase in his 
black broadcloth and shining silk hat 
brandished his umbrella in the rear, and 
there was not another soul in sight 

' I knew you, dear,' said Poison. * I 
have had your voice and hand about me for 
a month past.' 

' I came out with my father,' said Irene, 
* more than a year ago. Lord Baglan gave 
him some sort of work to do at the Embassy 
at Constantinople to begin with, and when 
the fighting began he was attached to the 
Staff and I was left behind. So I turned 



V. C. 281 

to the hospital and I have been at work here 
for a year and more.' 

He forgot his wound, and stood upright 
with the crutch stick in one hand and held 
out both arms to her. 

' I haven't the least little bit of a right, 
my dear/ he said, but she laughed tenderly, 
and ran to the offered shelter. All around 
were the unlettered, turbaned memorials of 
the dead, and there was just this one bit of 
youth and love in the middle of that record 
of a thousand tragedies. 

* Have you heard the news ? ' she asked, 
looking up at the worn young face with its 
late sprung growth of silky beard. 

* What news ? ' he asked. 

* The news about yourself,' she answered. 
*News about myself?' said Poison. 

* What news is there about me ? ' 

* You don't know ? ' cried Irene, recoiling 
from him a little with clasped hands and 
sparkling eyes. ' Is it going to be my good 
luck to tell you? You don't know any 
news about yoursdf ? ' 

^ I don't know any news about myself,' 
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he answered ; ' since I was bowled over on 
Christmas morning at Sevastopol, I haven't 
had a chance of hearing any. I've had your 
voice and this dear little hand about me all 
the time — I've known that.' 

' And you don't know ? ' she asked him, 
*yo\i don't know what's waiting for you 
when you get back to England ? ' 

A cloud fell upon him at the question. 
' I don't know, dear,' he answered. ' I don't 
know what's waiting for me when I get back 
to England. But I do know that I'm a bit 
of a fool and a bit of a scoimdrel to foiget 
the reason why we said good-bye. I was so 
glad to see you again that it came natural 
to forget. And you'll forgive me sooner 
than I shall forgive myself.' 

* Wait one minute, Poison,' said Irene. 
* Here is a letter from papa. So soon as you 
can recover you are to be invaUded home, 
and the gem of the letter is — do you guess ? 
Do you guess ? You are recommended by 
the Commander-in-Chief for the Victoria 
Cross. Here it is.' And she read, dancing 
on tiptoe. ' *' Our young fiiend> Poison, 
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has ma^iificently distinguished himself, 
having rescued under heavy fire a wounded 
officer, whose name I have not yet been 
able to discover. But the gallant action 
was seen by the Chief, who was there in 
person, and who has told me that he has 
seen nothing more splendid in the whole 
course of his career." ' 

With that, she hid her face upon his 
breast again, and he folded his arms about 
her in a sort of stupor. 

'I said good-bye, dear, long ago,' he 
stammered haltingly. ' I've no right to 
bdiave like this.' 

' Why ? ' she asked. ' What can make 
any difference between us ? ' 

He took her to his heart again at those 
fond words, and laid his lips upon her fore- 
head. De Blacquaire's crutches had long 
since ceased to crunch along the road towards 
the hospital, and Jervase's broad shoulders 
had gone out of sight. There was no human 
creature near, but far and far away over- 
head a lark was soaring and singing. Many 
and many a pair of English lovers had heard 
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the same song as the bird had hailed the 
rising or the setting sun, and both the young 
hearts beat to that native sounding music 
which rang so far away from home. Their 
lips came together, and there was music in 
their hearts. 

' Take me back to the hospital. Poison,' 
she said, disengaging herself from his anns. 
' I am on duty within a quarter of an hour/ 

She took a little watch from her girdle, 
and looked at it with a cry. 

* I have barely five minutes, and I have 
never failed to relieve guard since I came. 
Is that the word, dear ? ' She took his arm 
sedately, and walked along with him, he 
prodding at the wet gravel with his stick, 
and she half supporting him. 

' Was that true ? ' she asked. ' Did you 
know that I was near you ? ' 

' Did I know 1 ' said Poison in a voice 
that was worth a thousand protestations to 
her ears. 

^I always thought,' said Irene, 'that I 
disliked Major de Blacquaire until a week 
or two ago ; but whilst you were lying there 
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ill and delirious, he behaved so kindly that 
I shall never forget him. And he told me — 
you won't mind, Poison, dear, you won't let 
Bnything I say wound you? He told me 
that the past was buried. That awftd, awfiil 
night will never be quite forgotten, but it 
has left nothing behind it. Your father has 
paid everythmg, and there is not a word to 
be spoken by anybody, ever any more.' 

The lark sang in the thin sunlight as if 
he would break his very heart for joy, and 
the lovers walked homewards slowly, arm 
in arm. 
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CHAPTER XIII 

It was the First of May, and that same good 
three-master, the Ccesar, which had carried 
Major de Blacquaire and Sergeant Jervase 
from the Crimea to Scutari, was bowling 
merrily along south of Naples, where 
Vesuvius had his smoking cap on. There 
were many invalided men on board, and 
amongst them three with whom this story 
has a particular concem. 

' You are right. Captain Tompson, it is 
abominably unlucky; I had reckoned on 
seeing the finish of the campaign, and it's 
hard to find oneself bowled over now, and 
sent home again like a useless old bale of 
damaged goods/ 

General Bos well was stumping the sloping 
deck with the aid of the Captain's arm, 
getting his fijrst hour of exercise since he 
came aboard. All the snowy canvas was 
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filled hard as iron with a noble level breeze, 
and the ship was making a speed which 
would hardly have disgraced an Atlantic 
liner of the modem day. She made a 
preWer sight ^ ^y Lm^ven «aft 
ever made, or ever will make; and she 
carried a better music with her in the taut 
wind-smitten cordage of the shrouds and the 
deep organ hum of the stretched canvas. 

* I am saying, Poison,' said the General, 
encountering the Sergeant halfway along the 
deck, * that it's unluckier for an old fellow to 
get bowled over than it is for a young one. 
You may be as fit as a fiddle again in a 
month or two, and may have your fill of 
fighting for Queen and country ; but I have 
done my last day's work, and that is a weary 
thing to think of.' 

'Last day's fighting, sir?' said Poison, 
*but not the last day's work. There's a 
heap to be done for the old country yet, and 
I hope that Irene's dream may come true 
and that you may go into the House of 
Commons and give those beggars at the 
War Office their proper fodder.' 
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' That is the busmess of a younger man 
than I am/ said the Greneral, ' and I doubt 
if there's any mending in that direction. I 
have been at the game now, off and on, Ibr 
somethmg like forty years, and I know we 
have the best fighting stuff in the world at 
our coipmand, but the Department have 
always made it their business to cripple it 
and starve it, and leave it naked and hungry. 
IVe seen it in Spain, and in the Low 
Countries, and I've dragged out three yeais 
of it in the old Mahratta country, and it has 
alwiyisr been the same. I suppose it always 
will hi until we learn that it is as necessary 
to have a soldier to look after things at home 
as it is to have a soldier leading in the field. 
When we get you home again, my lad, well 
run you for the Southern Division of the 
county and you shall talk to 'em across 
the floor of the House of Conunons.' 

The three men reached the bows of the 
good boat and tiuned, and there was De 
Blacquaire before them with a weather- 
beaten servant holding him by the dbow 
and piloting him aloag the deck. He 
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saluted in passing, and the General laid a 
hand upon his shoulder. 

* I should like half an hour with you this 
mommg,' he said, *if you can spare the time 
to come into my stateroom for a talk.' 

* I am at your service now, sir,' said De 
Blacquaire. 

* Shall we go down ? ' asked the General. 
^One tires easily still, and this May wind 
gets into an old Ln's head like™'- 

' And into a young man's, too,' said De 
Blacquaire. ' I am half tipsy with it, an4 
shall be glad to get into shelter.' 

* We'll see you at breakfast. Poison,' said 
the General, ' and until then, good-bye.' 

The two men reached the General's cabin 
and sat down together. 

*When we touched at Corfu,' said the 
General, ' I found a letter from my London 
agents — I'd like you to see it, and I shall be 
glad if you can confirm its contents, or at 
least a part of them.' 

De Blacquaire took the proffered letter 
and read, 

* Sir,— rWe are instructed to inform you 
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that a sum of fifty thousand pounds has 
been deposited with us to your credit by 
Mr. John Jervase, of Beacon Hargate. Mr. 
Jervase requests us in communicating with 
you to say that a further sum of one hundred 
thousand pounds, making in all one hundred 
and fifty thousand, has been deposited by him 
in the interest of Major de Blacquaire with 
that gentleman's agents. We are desired to 
add ftui;her that Mr. Jervase has joined his 
brother in South America, that he proposes 
to establish business relations there, and 
does not intend to return to England. We 
Iffc, sir, your obedient humble servants, 
E. A. Cox & Co.' 

* Except,' said De Blacquaire, ' that the 
sums mentioned here are reversed in order, 
I have a letter identical in terms. The old 
scoimdrel has bled very freely.' 

'And there's no vendetta?' said the 
General, smiling. 

* Vendetta ? ' said De Blacquaire. * You 
can hardly have a vendetta with a man 
who has saved your life, even though the 
beggar did it for no other reason than to 



V. C. 241 

show how much he despised you. I was 
wrong about the lad, General ; he's a very 
fine fellow/ 

* I could have told you that much long 
ago/ said the General. He reached out a 
lean brown hand and rang a bell which 
stood upon the stateroom table. 'You'll 
take a glass of wine, Major? It's against 
my rule, but I feel like breaking rules to- 
day.' 

' And so do I, sir,' said De Blacquaire. 

So the wine was brought, and the glasses 
were filled, and the two men drank to each 
other. '■■ The General lit a cheroot, and sat in 
a deck chair ; but the yoimger man fidgeted 
and was obviously ill at ease. 

* There is one thing on my mind. General 
Boswell,' he said at last, ' and I should like 
to get it over. I had two or three months 
at Scutari and I was nursed by an angel all 
the while.' 

' Don't go on, my kd,' said the Grcneral, 
reaching a hand towards him. * If I under- 
stand you, it's useless to talk of that' 

'Very well, sir,' said De Blacquaire, 

R 
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sipping gloomily at his wine ; and nothing 
more was said for a minute or two, but the 
younger man gradually brightened, and it 
could be plainly seen that he was squaring 
his mental shoulders for the reception of a 
burden which he meant to cany. 

* The Sergeant is a lucky dog, sir.' 

* My dear fellow/ said the General, ' he 
has deserved to be a lucky dog. It is oae of 
the ordinances of this life that a fellow can't 
choose his own father. If the lad had had 
a choice and had exercised it, I should have 
had no gre^t respect for him. And yet I 
had a sort of liking for old Jenrase. He was 
a bounder always, but I thought he was an 
honest bounder.' 

' They tell me,' said De Blacquaire, * that 
the Sergeant's to have his V.C. for that 
business in front of the first parallel' 

' That's a settled thing, I fancy,' said the 
General * Sir Colin's word ought to be good 
for Bnything at home, and my own should 
go for something.' 

'Mine won't be wanting, sir, if thegr 
think it worth listening to.' 
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* What did you two fall out about ? ' the 
General asked. 

Major de Blacquaire dipped into the 
cigar box which had been pushed over 
towards him long before, and very thought- 
fiiUy fingered an evil-looking TrichinopolL 

' Why, sir, I believe if the whole truth 
were told we fell out mainly because I was a 
bit of a puppy. You're an older man of the 
world than I am, sir, and I dare say you can't 
have failed to notice that some men who 
think they are insiders are outsiders, and that 
some of the fellows they despise are better 
tiian themselves.' 

* Do you know, De Blacquaire,' said the 
General, ' I like that ? ' 

*A year in camp, and two or three 
montiis in hospital, will do a lot towards 
changmg a man's opinions.' 

'Won't they?' cried the General. 
* Egad 1 Won't they ? ' The old Christian 
Quixote mounted his hobby, and rode. 
' There are things in war that nobody wants 
to think about. It's an ugly trade. When 
I was a youngster, and in my first action 

b2 
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I was very hard-pressed, and I caught a 

bayonet out of the hand of a fellow who 

was dropping at my side, and I had to use 

it. It's fifty years ago now, but the man 

squealed and I haven't forgotten it, and I'm 

never likely to forget it. But a man is bom 

to die, sir, and he's bom to do his duty. I 
dare say I'm a simple thinker, Major de 

Blaequaire, but there are things a hundred 
times worse than war, and if you didn't 
believe that Gk)d sent them, you would have 
to turn infidel. I've seen two or three 
choleras, here and there, and a Black Death 
and a bubonic plague. What does it all 
mean? Jarring forces, sir, which Heaven 
will reconcile in its own good time. And 
that's what war means to my mind. You 
go where you're sent, just as the germ of 
disease, or whatever you call it, goes, and 
you do what you are set to do. And I'll 
say this for war, sir, as an old Christian man 
who has spent his life at it. It's the fire of 
Grod, to my way of thinking, and it bums 
out all manner of meannesses, and hypo- 
crisies, and we should have a devil of a lot 
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more to be ashamed of than we have if 
we didn't get into a solid fight now and 
again.' 

' It is a school, sir/ said De Blacquaire. 

* By heaven, sir/ said the solemn General, 
* it is a school.' 

'But there are more class-rooms than one 
in the great school house of hmnan nature, 
and whilst the Grcneral was setting forth his 
theories of war, young Poison Jervase was 
setting out a theory of another and an oppo- 
site fashion as he walked the deck with 
Irene. 

He was deadly serious also, for all that 
part of life which seems best worth having 
lay before him. And the two had many 
talks as they paced the decks, mom and eve 
together. Irene was almost the only lady 
on board, and most of the dot-and-go-one 
boys who had exchanged a natural limb for 
a timber toe, and the loose-sleeved men who 
had left an arm behind them at Sevastopol, 
had been beneath her care. And those who 
did not know her ministrations in efiect 
knew them by oral tradition, and the bronzed 
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fellawft s t iiin| i in g md tiMBii|Mi^ np aid 
down Miotfad her with snch m wuBiiip tfagt 
her heart was like a fiMinbun of ^ad tens m 
hundred times in m da j. 

AffA has a natural and mbomiq^to 
be proud of her sweetlieait in anj eaidify 
cireumstances wiiatsoefer, if he were liie 
merest snub-nosed^ fiedded, and giiinli»wg 
Jones that erer skipped over a eciuuler* 
But to have an a^ioved and vrntaWe hero 
for a lover, and to live at the same time as 
the sole heronie of so nanow a EtUe wodd 
as a shipful of soldiers the ineense of irfiose 
hearts went up about her eonstantfy, was 
to be more than merely proud and happy. 
Poison had got a permanent cridc in his 
neck from that bit of Russian lead which 
had caught him just as he dropped into die 
trench with De Blacquaire. In the course 
of time he began to carry it naturally, so 
that it looked like the merest little man- 
nerism, but it could never have been hand- 
some by any conceivable chance except in 
the eyes of a wife or a sweetheart. Irene 
adored it, and would have made it a rule 
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of fashion, as the Grecian bend and the 
Alexandra limp came to be in later years, 
and no man would have been allowed to 
carry his head in any other fashion than 
Poison did save under heavy pains and 
penalties. 

* When everybody can see how a story 
wiU end/ said one of the greatest masters of 
the narrative art, * the story is ended,' and 
the written history of Poison Jervase is 
coming to a close. 

There were certain things about which 
he was naturally anxious and about which it 
was impossible to ask any questions. But 
the truth came out little by little, and it 
appeared in the end that the world knew 
nothing of the secrets which had escaped 
between the partners in the firm of Jervase 
& Jervoyce in the course of that wild night 
which had brought to England news of such 
portentous moment. There were rumours, 
of course. There was a gossip to the efiect 
that the firm had been on the edge of ruin, 
and that Poison, rather thdn miss the fight- 
ing, had elected to go out as a private soldier. 
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dropping his hope of a commission for the 
time being. This was a fancy which hurt 
nobody. John Jervase had left his affairs 
in excellent order when he had established 
his own line of retreat, and smce he had been 
known to have made money hand over fist 
within the last year or two, the halo which 
surrounds the miUionaire was about hun, and 
it would have been hard to say whether he 
or the boy were more popular in the Castle 
Barfield region. The general idea was that 
they were a pair of valiant fellows ; the one 
in the commercial and the other in the war- 
like way. 

Poor Raglan's heroisms and blunders 
were buried together before the day came 
when m the ordmary course of events he 
would have led his troops along the saluting 
line and have received the honours due to 
him from his Sovereign. 

The scent of hot grass was strong in 
the flaming noontide in Hyde Park when 
London poured out its scores and scores of 
thousands to witness the ceremonial which 
crowned a foolish and disastrous war with a 
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triumph better earned by the valour of the 
men who fought there than by the statecraft 
of the other men who sent them mto combat. 
Ragged and lean and bearded, with the soil 
of the Crimea still upon them, the men 
of Alma and Inkerman, of Balaclava and 
Sevastopol, marched through the roaring 
citizen crowd and formed up in the Park. 
There were many men of valour there — 
many who had earned as well as any other 
the mark of honour which was that day to 
be bestowed ; but opposite the bright pavilion 
with the raised crimson dais on which the 
Queen was to take her seat there was but a 
mere handful of the halt and i;naimed, upon 
whom the eyes of the vast multitude, whether 
civil or military, were fixed. They were no 
more than specks in the great open space — 
just so many little coloured ants to the eye 
— and the gaze of the spectators gloated 
on them. For they were Britain's chosen. 
These were the men of whom all London 
had been reading with bated breath for well 
nigh three years past. These were the men 
of Alma's heights and Balaclava's charge and 
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Inkerman's fog, and the frost of the trenches 
— the pick and pride of the whole contin- 
gent which had gone out to do battle for 
England's honour. That they had never 
been truly called upon to go made little if 
any difference at that hour, for London was 
in the mood for hero-worship rather than 
political criticism just then, and not the 
rudest judge of British policy would have 
cared to speak a word against the ceremony 
of the day. 

And when, after long waiting, the royal 
carriage came, with the pretty, smiling little 
matronly figure bowing and swaying amidst 
the ringing thunders of the world's greatest 
city, and the bands rolled out their ' God 
Save the Queen' as she passed them one 
after another, one happy, happy onlooker 
looked up at one war-hardened old veteran 
through tears. 

' Upon my word,' said the General, with 
a grimace which was really much less 
humorous than he meant it to be, and in a 
voice which was hardly as steady as he would 
have liked to have it—' upon my word, Irene, 
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I'd give twopence to be in your shoes at this 
moment' 

For one of the scarlet ants in the far 
distance, on the green tablecloth of the turf, 
was just then advancing towards the little 
figure on the dais, and an instant or two 
later the Queen was stooping to pin the 
bronze badge of honour to the coat of 
Poison Jervase. 



THE END. 
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Brewster (Sir David), Works by. Post Svo, cloth, 4s. 6d. each. 

More Worlds than One i The Creed of the Philosopher and Hope of the Christian. With Plates. 
The Martyrs of Bclcnce t Galileo, Tycho Brake, and Kepler. With Portraits. 
Letters on Nataral Ma gic. With numerous Il lustr ations. 

Bright (Florence).— A Olrl Capitalist. Cr. Svo, cloth, gilt top. 6y. 
Brillat-Savarin. — Gastronomy as a Fine Art. Translated by 

R . E. ANPERSO.N. M .A . Post Svo, half-bound, ax. 

Bryden (H. A.).— An Exiled Scot: A Romance. With a Frontis- 
piece, by J.^- Crompton, RJ._Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6rf. 

Brydges jHarold).— Uncle Sam at Home. With 91 Illu.strations. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, ax. ; cloth limp, v. 6d. 

Burton (Robert).— The Anatomy of Melancholy. With Transla* 

tions of the Quotations. Demy Svo, doth extra, "js. 6d. 

Melancholy Anatomised i An Abridgment of Burton's anatomy. Post 8ro, haU-d., ax. 6dm 
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Biichiuian (Robert), Poems and Novels by. 

TiM Oomptote Fe«tl«M Works of Sobort Bn<hawan» • vob., crown 8vo. buckram, with 
Portrait Frontispiece to each Tohim e. lar . 

Crown 8ro. cloth, y. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each. 



Lova He for Bver. With Frontls|ilecc. 
Anaan Watar. I Foxtflova Manor. 

Tba Now Abalard. I Baohal Dana- 
■att : A Story of a Carav.-iii. With Frontispiece. 
The Maatar of tha Ulna* With FrnntLsiiiece. 
Tha Hair of LInna. I Woman and tha Han. 

Crown 8to, cloth, y. M. each. 
MmA and Whlta HaaUiar. I Andromada: An idyll of the Great Rirer. 

Tha Shadow of tha ■word*_Poi>uLAR foition. milium Sto, 6./. 

Tha Charlatan. By Robrrt Uuciianan and Hknky Mtrray. Crown 8vo. cloth, with a 



Tha Shadow of tha Bword. 
A Child of Matura. With Frontispiece. 
Ood and tha Han. With n Illustrations by 
lAdy Kilpatrlok. TFrrd. Barnarm. 
Tha ■artyrdom of Madallna. With 
Frontlqiiece by A. \V. Cooper. 



la Charlatan, ay kobrrt uhciianan anci iiknkv mikkay. 
Frontispiece by T. H. ROBINS<>N. sr. M. i post 8vo. picture tioartls, gj. 



Bur^esA (Qelett) and Will Irwin.— The Picaroons: A San Fran- 

Cisco Night's Entertainment. Crow n 8vo. cloth, y. &/. [Jan. 

Caine (Hall), Novels by. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 35. 6d. each. ; post 

8to, illustrated boards, u. each ; cloth limp, as. M. each. • 

Tha Shadow of a Crlma. I A Son of Hatfar. I Tha Daanutar. 



Also LIBRARY Editions of the three novel*, set in new type, crown 8vo. boimd uniform with 
Tha Chrlatlant 6s. each; and Chrap Popular Editions, medium 8vo. portrait-cover, 6Y. each.— 
Abo the FiNB-PAPBR EDITION of ThO Daamatar. pott ftvo, cloth, gilt top, as. net; leather, |^t 
edges, y. net. 

Cameron (Commander V. Lovett).— The Cruise off the 'Black 

Prince' Privateer. Post 8vo. picture boards, as. 

Canada (Qreater) : The Past. Present, and Future of the Canadian 

N orth- West. By E. B. OSBORN. B.A. With a Map. C r own 8vo. cloth, y. 6t/. 

Captain Coignet, Soldier off the Empire: An Autobiography. 

Edited by LOREOAN Larchey. Translated by Mrs. CAREY. With xoo Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 
cloth, y. 6rf. 

Carlyle ( Thomas).— On the Choice off B ooks. Post 8vo. cl.. 15. 6d , 
Carruth (Hayden).— The Adventures off Jones. With 17 Illustra« 

tions. Fcap. 8^-o. cloth, as. . 

Chambers (Robert W.), Stories off Paris Liffe by. 

Tha King In Yallovr. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6el.; fcap. 8vo, cloth limp, as. 6d. 
In tha Qnartar. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, aj. M. 



Chapman's (Qeorge), Works. Vol. I., Plays Complete, including the 

Fjoubtful Oncis.— VoL II.. Poems and Afinor Translations, with Essay by A. C. Swinburnh.— VoL 
I II.. Transla tio ns of the Il iad a nd Od yssey. Three Vols., cr own Sv o. clotli. sr. 6rf. each. 

Chappie (J. Mitchell).— The Minor Chord: The Story ofaPrima 

Donna. Crown Svo. cloth, y. 6ti. 

Chaucer tor Children : A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. With 

h Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. Crown 4to. cloth extra, y. 6d. 
Chauoar for Schools. With the Story of his Times and his Work. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis 
A New Editi on, revise d. With a Fr ontispiece. Demy 8vo, cloth, as. 6d. 

Chess, The L.aws and Practice off. With an Analvsis of the Open- 

in^ By HOWARD STAUNTON. Edited by R. B. "WORMALD. Crown Svo, cloth, y. 

Tha Minor Taetioa of Chess : A Treatise on the Deployment of the Forces in obedience to Stra- 
tegic Principle. By F. K. YOUNG and E. C. HoWELL. Lonjf fcap. 8vo, cloth, as. 6rf. 

Tha Hastings Chess Tournament. Containing the Authorised Account of tlie 9^ Games 

Slayed Aug.-Sept, 1895. With Annotations by PiLLSBURV. LaSKRR. TARRASCH. STHIKITZ, 
CHiKFERS, Teichmann, Barwelhhkn, Blackuurne. Gu.nsberg. Tinslrv. Mason. and 
ALBIN : Riofirraphical Sketches of tlie Chess Masters, and 33 Portraits. Edited by H. F. CllESHlRB. 
Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo. cloth, y. 

Clare (Austin) ~Stories by. ' 

For tha Loto of a Lass. Post Svo. illustntted boards, as. : cloth, qs. 6Y. 

By the Rise of the River t Tales and Sketches in South Tynedole. Crown Svo. cloth, y. &/. 

The Tideway. Crown Svo. cloth, ffilt top. 6s. 



Ciive (Mrs. Archer), Novels by. 

Post Svo, cloth, y. 6d. each ; picture boards, as. each. 
PanlFarroU. I Why Paul Ferroll KUled h is Wlla. 

Clo dd (Edward, F.R.A.S.).— Myths and Drea ms. Cr^vo, 3*. 6d. 
Coates (Anne).— Rie's Diary. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. W. " 



CHATTO A WINOUS, PublUhers, in St. Maruns Uinei London, w.g. j 
Cobban (J. Maclaren), Novels by. 

Th« Gura of Boula. Post 8vo, Illustrated boanls, ax. 

The R«d Bultan. Crown 8vu. clutli extm, 3^. &/. ; pust 8vo, illustrated boards, ar. 

Th« Burden of Isabel. Crown Svo. cli>th extn, ^r. 61^. 



Collins (C. Allston).— The Bar Sinister. Post 8vo, boards, 25. 



Collins (John Churton, M.A.), Books by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. each. 

Illostratlona of Tennyson. 

Jonath an Bwtft. A Biograph ical and Critical Study^ 

Collins (Mortimer and Frances), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated l>oards, aj . each. 
From Midnight to Mldnltfht. I Blacksmith and Soholar* 
You Play me False. I The Ylllatf e Comedy. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, u. each. 
Transmitfratlon. | Sweet Anne Patfe. I Franoea. 

A Fight with FoPtone. | Sweet and Twenty. 



Collins (Wilkie), Novels by. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, many Illustrntsd, v> 6if. each : post 8vo, picture boards, as. each; 

cloth liinp, 2S. 6.i. each. 



*Antonina. 

•Basil. 

*Hide and Seek. 

*The Woman In White. 

•The Moonstone. 

«Man and Wife. 

*The Dead Secret. 

After Dark. 

The Queen of Hearts. 

Mo Name. 



My Mlsoellanles. 
Armadale. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
Miss or Mrs.? 
The New Magdalen. 
The Frosen Deep. 
The Law and the Lady. 
The Two Destinies. 
The Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves. 



Jesebel's Daughter. 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Bdeaoot 
• I Bay Mo.' 
A Rogue's Life. 
The avll Oenlna. 
Little Movels. 
The Legacy of Gala. 
Blind Love. 



«»* Marked * have been reset in new tyi^e, in uniform st>'le. 

POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, M. each. 
The Moonstone. I Antonlna. | The Dead Secret. 

The Woman In White. | The Mew M agdalen. | Man a nd Wife. | Armadalo. 

The Woman in White. Large Type, Fine Paper Edition. Pott 8to, cloth, gilt top, ai. 
net : leather, giit edges, 3/. net. 



Colman's (Qeorge) Humorous Works: 'Broad Grins,' 'My Night- 
gown and S lippers,' &c. With Li fe and F ronti spiece. C rown 8vo, cloth extia, y. 6rf. 

Colquhoun (M. J.).— Every Inch a Soldier. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

_y.6d.; post 8 vo, illustra te d boards, a s. 

Colt - bre aking. H ints on. By W. M. Hutchison. Cr. 8vo,c1., 3 5. 6d, 
Compton (Herbert), Novels by. 

The Inimitable Mrs. Masslngham. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d, 
The Wilful Way. Crown Svo, cTuth, gilt top, &r. 



C onvalescent Cookery. By Catherink Ryan. Cr. 8vo , is. ; cl., 15. 6d. 
C ooper (Edward H.).-— Oeoffory Hamilton. Cr. Svo, cJoth, y.6d, 
C ornish (J . F.).— Sou r Orapes ; A Novel. Cr. Svo. cloth, gilt top. 6s . 
Cornwall.— Popular Romances of the West of England; or, The 

Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old Cornwall. Collected by ROBERT HUNT, F.R.S. With 
two St eel P la tes b y GEORGE CRUIKSHA N K. Crown Svo. doth. 7J. 6rf. 

Cotes (V. Cecil).— Two Qirlson a Barge. With 44 Illustrations by 

F. H. TOWNSENU. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gx. 6rf. ; post Svo. cloth , as.6d. 

Craddock (C. Egbert), Stories by. 

The Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains. Crown Svo, doth. 3s. 6d, ; post a«o, 

illustrated boards, as. 
His Van ished Star. Crow n S vo. cloth, y. 6d. 

Crellin (H. N.).— Romances of the Old 5eraglio. With 28 lUus- 

trations by S. L. Wood. Crown 8vo. cloth, ^s. 6d. 

Cressweii (Heniy)^— A Lady of Misrule. Cr. Svo. cloth7 gilt top, 6s. 
Crim (Matt.).— Adventures of a Fair Rebel. Crown Svo, cloth 

extra, with a Frontispiece by DAN. BEARD, 3S._6d. : post Svo. illustrated boards, as. 

Crockett (S. R.) and others. — Tales of Our Coast. By S. R. 

Crockett, Gilbert Parker, Harold Frbderip 

Ulustrations by FRANK BUANUVVYN. Cruwn 8vu, clotb 



Crockett, Gilbert Parker, Harold Frederic, 'Q.,' and W. Clark Russbll. WlUi « 
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Croker (Mrs. B. M.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6i. 

each ! post 8vo. lUubtrateil bauds. 9S. each ; cloth limp, as. 6d. each. 
PnUy Mlu Mttvllla. " ^ 



FvoMP Prlda. 
A Bird of PmrnntLgm* 
IMaaa Barrlntfton. 
Two ■asters. 



Intepfspsnos. 
A Family LlkonssSt 
A Third Person. 
Kr. Jarvls. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each. 



yillatfa Tales ft Juntfle 

Tragedies. 
The Real Lady Hilda, 
■arrled or Single 7 



■ome One Blse. I Miss Balmaine's Past. I Beyond the PalOi 
In the Kingdom of Kerry. | Jason, ao. 1 Inmtuation. 

Terence. With 6 Illustrations by SIDNEY FACET. 

* To liOt** fto. Post Sro, picture boards, as. ; doth Ihnp, as. ttU 

The Cat's-paw. With lu Illustrations by FRILII. Pugk AM. Crown 8to, doth, gilt top, 6r. 

Diana Harrington, popular Edition, medium 8vo, orf. __«_ 

Cruikshank's Comic Almanack. Complete in Two Series: The 

First, from 1835 to 1843; the Second, from 1844 to 1851. A Gatherinjr of the Dest Humour of 
THACKERAY, FlOoD, »lAYHRW, ALHEKT SMITH, A'UUCKBTT, RoHEKT liKOUGH, &C With 
numerous Steel Itntrmvintrs and Woodcuts by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, HiNli. I.ANUULLS, &c. 
Two Vols., crown Hvu. cloth gilt, 7s. 6d. each. 
The Life of George Crulkshank. Uy Blanchard Jerrold. With 84 Illustrations and a 
Uibliography. Crown 8vo, dotli extra, 3J. 6A ^^ 



Gumming (C. F. Gordon), Works by. Large or. 8vo, cloth, 65. each. 

In the Hebrides. With an Autotype Frontispiece and a^ Illustrations. 

In the Himalayas and on the Indian Plains. With 42 Illustrations. 

Tvro Happy Years in Ceylon. With a8 Illustrations. 

Via C o rnwall to Bgypt. with a Photogravure Frontispiece. 

Cussans (John E.). — A Handbook of Heraldry; with Instructions 

for Tracing Pedi(;rees and Dedphering Ancient MSS., &c. Fourth Edition, revised, with 40B Woodcuts 
and a Coloured Plates. Crown 8yo. cloth extra, 6s. 

Daudet (Alphonse).— The Evangelist; or. Port Salvation. Crown 

8to, cloth extra , y. 6d. ; post 8 vo, i llustrated b oards, as. 

Davenant (Francis, M. A.). —Hints for Parents on the Choice of 

a P ro fesrion for t hei r Sons when BtfcTtlng in Life. Crown 8vo. cloth, is. 6rf. 

Davidson (Hugh Coleman).— Mr. Sadler's Daughters. With a 

Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown 8vo, doth extra, y. 6 rf. 

Davies (Dr. NTE. Yorke-), Works by. Cr. 8vo, is. ea.; cl,, is, 6d. ea. 

One Thousand Hedlcal Maxims and Surgical Hints. 
Nursery Hints : A Mother's Guide in Health and Disease. 
Foods for the Fat: The Diet etic Cure of Corpulency and of Gout. 

Aids to Long Life. Crown Svo. as. ; cloth limp, as. 6d. 



Davies' (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Collected and Edited, 

with Intro d uctio n and Not es, by R ev . A. B . G rosart, P .P. Two Vol s., crown 8v o,^ot h, y. 6rf. e ach. 

De Querin (Maurice), The Journal of.~~Edrted by G. sTTrebutien.' 

With a Memoir by Saintp.-BRUVE. Translated from the 20th French Edition by JESSIR P. FROTH- 
ING HAM. Fcap. 8vo, half-bou nd, as. 6 rf. 

De Maistre (Xavier).— A Journey Round my Room. Translated 

by Henr y AT TWRL L. Post 8vo. cloth limp, a s. M. 

Derby (The) : The Blue Ribbon of the Turf. With Brief Accounts 

of The Oaks. By Louis I Irnry CURZON. Cro wn Bvo. cloth limp, as.td. 

Dewar (T. R.).— A Ramble Round the Qlobe. With 22oIllustra- 

tions. Crow n 8vo, cloth extra. 7J. td, 

De Windt (Harry), Books by. 

Through the Oold-nelds of Alaska to Bering Straits. With Map and 33 fuU-page Iflus- 
trations. Cheaper Issue. Pemy 8vo, cloth, ts. 
Tr ue Ta les of Trave l an d Adventure._ Crown Rvo. cloth, y.f>d . . 

Dickens (Charles), About England with^ By Alfred Rimmer. 

With 57 Illustrations by C. A. VandeRHOOF and the AUTHOR. Square 8vo, cloth, 3J. td. 
Christmas Days with Boz. By Percy Fitzgerald. With Illustrations in Facsimile of Old 
IMnts. Cro^niSyo, doth, y. 6d. \ Shortl y. 

Dictionaries. 

The Reader's Handbook of Famous Names in Flo&lon, Allusions. References, 

Proverbs. Plots, Stories, and Poems. By Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. A New Edl* 

tion. Revised. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3*. 6<f. 
A Diotionary of Miracles t Imitative, Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the Rev. E. C. Brr%vbr, 

LL.D. Crown 8vo, doth, 3*. 6rf. 
Vamillar Short Sayings of Great Hen. With Historical and Explanatory Notes by SAMUEL 
• A. Bent. A.M. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7J. M. 

Vtae Slang Dictionary x Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown 8vo, cloth, ts. 6(1. 
yords, I^ts, and Phrases: A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way Matters, By 

SLIKZBR Edwards. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, jf. Ul. 
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Dilke (Rt. Hon. 5ir Charles, Bart«, iVLP.)-— The British Empire. 

Crow n 8to, buck ram, y. 6d . 

D6bson~^4istin), Works by. 

Thomas Bairlok and his Poplls. with 95 Illustradons. Square 8vo, cloth, jr. 6d, 
FoQP Frsnohvroinen« With tour Portraits. Crown 8vo, buckrain. gilt top, ts. 
Bltihteanth Century Vltfnettss. In Threu Skkibs. Crown 8vo. buckrain. 6s. each. 
A Paladin of Philanthropy, and other Papers. With 2 Illusts. Cr. bvo, buckram, 6s. 
Blda-walk Studies. With 5 Illustrationi. Shconu Edition. Crown 8to, buckram, gilt top, 6s, 



Dobson (W. T.).— Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentricities. Post 

8vo, cloth limp, aj. 6a. 

Donovan (Dick), Detective Stories by. 

Post 8yo, illustrated boards, ax. each : cloth limp, ar. 6d. each. 



The Han-Hunter. I Wanted! 
Caught at Last. I Tracked to Doom. 
Tracked and Taken. | Link by Xiink. 
Vho Poisoned Hetty Duncan? 



Suspicion Aroused. | RlddlMI KmUL 
A Detective's Triumphs. 
In the Grin of the Law. 
From Information Received. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^r. 6d. each : post 8vo, illustrated boards, ss. each ; doth, 9s. 6d. each. 
The Man from Manchester. With 33 Illustrations. 
The Mystery of Jamaica Ter rac e . I T he Chronicles of Michael DaB«Tlteli« 

Crown 8vo, cloth, ^x. 6d. each. 
The Records of Vincent Trill, of the Detective Servlca.— Also picture cloth, flat beck. w. 
The Adventures of Tyler Tatlock, Private Detective. 
Deacon Brodle ; or. Behind th e Mask. I Tales of Terror. 
Dark Deeds. Crown 8vo, picture cloth, flat back, «. 



Dowl ing (Richard).— Old Corcor an' s Money. Crown 8vo. cl., 35. 6i. 
Do yle (A. Conan).— The Firm of Oirdlestone. Cr. 8vo , cl., 35. 6d, 
Dramatists, The Old. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., with Portraits, 35. td. per Vol, 

Ben Jonson's Works. With Notes, Critical and Explanatory, and a Biographical Memoir by 

William Gifford. Edited by Colonel Cunningham. Three Vols. 
Chapman's Works. Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays complete ; Vol. II., Poems and Minor 

Translations, with an Essay by A. C. SWINBURNE ; VoL III., Tramtlations of the Iliad and Odystey. 
Marlowe's Works. Edited, with Notes, by Colonel Cunningham. One Vol. 
Ma e eing er's Pl ays. From Gifford's Text. Edited by Colonel Cun n ingham. One Vol. 

Dublfn Castle and Dublin Society, Recollections of. By A 

Nat ive. Crown 8vo,_cloth, gil t top. 6j. 

Duncan (Sara Jeannette : Mrs. Everard Cotes), Books by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, "js. 6d. each. 
A Social Departure. With m Illustrations by F. H. Townsrnd. 
An American Girl In X«ondon. With 80 Illustrations by F. H. Townsend. 
The Simple Adventures of a Memsahib. With 37 Illustrations by F. H. TOWNSRND. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, jr. 6ti. each. 
A Daughter of To-Day. _ | Yernon'sAunt. _)Vithj7 Illustrations byHAL HURST. 

Dutt (Romesh C.).— England and India : A Record of Progress 

during One Hundred Years. Crown 8vo, cloth, aj. 

Early Englisii Poets. Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, 

by Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, .v. 6d. per Volume. 
Fletcher's (Giles) Complete Poems. One VoL 
Davles' (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Two Vols. 
Sidney's ( Sir P hilip) Complete Poetical Works. Three Vols. 

Edgcumbe (Sir E. R. Pearce).— Zephyrus: A Holiday in Brazil 

and on the River Plate. With 41 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, g x. ' 

Edwardes (Mrs. Annie), Novels by. 

A Point of Honour. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, ?x. | A Plaster Saint. Cr. 8vo, cL, 31. 6d, 
Archie Lovell. Crown 8vo. cioth. y. 6d . ; illustrated boa r ds, ay. 

Edwards (Eliezer). — Words, Facts, and Phra.ses: A Dictionary 

of Curi ous, Ouaint, and Out-o f-the-Way Matters. Cheaper Itdition. Crrwn 8vo. cloth, y. 6rf. 

Egerton (Rev. J. C, M.A.). — Sussex Folk and Sussex Ways. 

With Introduction by R ev. D r. H. WaCE, and Four Illustrations . C rown 8vo, cl oth extra, y. 

Eggleston ( Edward). — Roxy ! A Novel. Post 8vo. illust. boards, 25. 
Englishman^f^^An) in Paris. Notes and Recollections during the 

Rei gn of Louis Philippe and the Empire. Crown 8vo. cloth, ■\s. 6d. * 

Englishman's House, The : A Practical Guide for Selecting or Build- 

ing a House. B y C. J. RICHARDSON. Coloured Frontispiece and ^3 4 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3X. 6d. 

E yes, Our : How to Pr es erve Th e m. By J ohn Browning. Cr. 8vo, is. 
Familiar Short Sayings of Great Men. By Samuel Arthur Bent, 

A.M. Fifth Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Crown 8to, cloth extra, 7X. 6d, 
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ff CHATTO A WINDUS. Pu blishe rs, m St Martin'* Lane, London, W.C._ 
Faraday (Michael), Works by. Posr8vo7cloth"extra, 4s. 6rf. each. 

Tho Ghomloal HIator j of a Candle : Lectures delivered before a Juvenile Audience. Edited 

l>v Wi I.I.I AM Crookks. F.CS. With numerous Illustmtions. 
On ihe Varloae Foreas of Matnra, and thelv Relatione to eaeh other. Edited by 
U I Ll.i AM Crookks, F.CS. With Illustrations. 

Farrcr (J. Anson). — War; Three Essays. Crown 8 vo. clo fh, 15. 6d. 
Fefin~(OT'Manville), Novels by. [ 

Crown 8vo, clutli extra. 3x. &/. eacli : post 8to, illustrated bo.nrds. cs. each. 
The Mew ■letreae. I Wltneee to the Daed . I The Ttger Lily. I Tha White Virtfin. 

Crown 8vo. cloth 3s. 6d. each. 
Double Conning. 
A Fluttered Doveoote. 
King of the Gaetle. 
The Haeter of the Cere 
moniee. 



A Woman Worth Winning. 
Cureed by a Fortune. 
The Caae of Ailea Gray. 
Commodore Junk. 
Blaok Blood. 



The Story of Antony Grace 
The Man with a Shadow. 
One Maid'B Hieohief. 
ThlB Man'e Wife. 
In Jeopardy. 



Crown Svo, cloth, Kilt top, &r. each. 
The Bag of Diamonds, and Three Bite of Paete. 
Running Amok i a Story of Adventure. 
The Cankerworm i beinj; Episodes of a Woman's Life. | 



Blaok Bhadowe. 



A Crimaon Crime. Crown 8vo. cloth, grflt top, bs. ; picture cloth, flat hack, as. 



Fiction, A Catalogue of, with Descripiive Notices and Reviews ni 

over Nine Hun dr hd Novels, will be sent free by Messrs. Chatto & Win i jUS upon applicatio n. 

Fin- Bee. — The Cupboard Papers: Observations on the Art of Living 

and D ining. P ost Sv o, clotli lim p , ax. 6rf. 

Fireworlc^aking, The Complete Art of ; or, The Pyrotechnist s 

Treasury. By THO MAS K E NTISH. With 367 Illustrations. Crown 8yo . cloth, y. 6rf. 

First Boole, Mj% By Walter Besant, Tames Payn. W. Clark Rus- 

SF.ix, Grant Ali.en. Hall Caine. Ghorgr r, Sims, Rudyard Kiplinc;, A. Conan Doylk, 
M. H, Uraodon', f, w. Robinson, h. Kiokr Haggard, R. M. Ballantyne, I. ZANf;\vti.:.. 

MORI.HY ROBHRTS, D. CHRISTIE MURRAY, MARY CORELLI. J. K. lEROME, JOHN STKANi.K 

Win THR, Bret Harte. • (^>..* Robert Buchanan, and R. L. Stevenson. With a I'refatory Story 
by Je rome K. Jerome, and 185 Illustrations. A New Edition. Small demy Svo, art linen, y. 6d. 

Fitzsrerald (Percy), Works by. 

Little Eseayex Passaf^es from the Letters of Charles Lamb. Post 8vo. cloth, os. 6d. 
Fatal Zero. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d . ; post Svo, illustra ted boards, ax. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, sj^. each. 
Bella Donnat I The Lady of Brantomet I The Second Mrs. Tlllotson. 

Polly. I Never Forgotten. L_Seventy-flve Brooke Street. 

Sir Henry Irvlntf : Twenty Years at the Lyceum. With Portrait. Crown Svo, cloth, is. 6d. 
Chrletmae Days with Box. With Illustrations in Facsimile of Old Prints. Crown 8vo, doth, 
3jr. 6rf. [SJ tortiy. 

Flammarion (Camille), Works by. 

Popular Aetronomy : A General Inscription of the Heavens. Translated Dy 

T.R..A.S. With Three Plates and 28S Illustrations. Medium Svo. cloth, lox. 6a. 

Urania: A Romance. With 87 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, cj. 



Translated by J. Lllard GORH. 



Fletcher's (Qiles, B.D.) Complete Poems: Christ's Victorie in 

Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth, Christ's Triumph over Death, and Minor Poems. With Notes by 
R ev. A. B. Grosart. O.ID . Crown Svo, cloth boards, v. 6rf. 

Forbes (Archibald).— Tlie Life of Napoleon 111. With Photo. 

gravure Frontispiece and Thirty-six full-page Illustrations. Cheaper Issue. De my Svo. cl oth. 6 s. 

Forbes (Hon . Mr s. Walter R. P.). — Dumb. Crown 8v o, cl., 35, bd, 
Francillon (R7 ET), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, y. 6rf. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, ar. each. 
One by One. | A Real Qneen. I A Dog and hie Shadow. I Ropes of Sand. lUust. 



Post Svo, illustrated boiirds, or. c:ich. 
Qaeen Gophetua. r Olympl a. I Romances of the Law. 
Jack Doyle'e Daughter. Crown Svo, cloth, .v. 6d. 



I King or Knave? 



Frederic (Harold), Novels by. 

illustrated boards is. each 
Beth*s Brother'e Wife. 



Post Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each 
The Lawton Girl. 



Fry's (Herbert) Royal Quide to the London Charities, 1904. 

Edited J)y JOH N LANE. Pubnshed Annually. Crown Svo. cloth, xs. 6<f. j ^ 

Gardening Books. Post 8vo, is. each ; cloth limp. is. 6d. each. 

A Year's Work In Garden and Greenhouse. By Geokgp. Glknny. 

Household Horticulture. Bv Tom and Tank Jerrold. Illustrated. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. By Tom Thrrold. 



Qaulot (Paul), Books by: 

The Red Shirts t A Tale of "The Terror.* Translated by JOHN DE ViLLlERS. With a Fron 
tispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6ti, : picture cloth, flat back, sr. 

Love and Lovers of the Past. Translated by Chakles Laroche, M.A. With a Frontis- 
piece, Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top. 6s. 



CHATTO A WlNDUS, Publishers, iii St. Martinet Lane, London, W.C. 9 

■ " ' - ■ ^■ I I ■ ■ 111 ■■■■■ — - ■■ ■ — ■ ■■|^^^^i^^^^^^» I, ■,, M, ^■■_ I . , 

Qentleman's Magazine, The. 15. Monthly. Contains Stories, 

Articles upon Literature, Science, Biography, and Art. and * Table Talk ' by SYLVANUS URBAN. 
♦»♦ Bound Volumes /or reant years kept in stocky Rf. td. each. Cases for bindiftz, gf. each. 

Qerman Popular Stories. Collected by the Brothers Grimm and 

Translated by EOGAK TAYLOR. With Introduction by JOHN RUSKIN, and sa Steel Plates after 
Ghorgh CRUIKSHANK. Square 8vo. cloth, ts. 6d. ; gilt edges, ^s. 6d. 

QiblH)n (Chas.)» Novels by. Cr. 8vo. cl., 35. 6d. ea.; post 8vo, bds.. 25 ea. 

Robin Gray. With Frontispiece. I Iiovlntf a Dream. | The Braea of Y arrow. 

The Golden Bhaft. With Frontispiece. I Of High Datfree* 

The Flower of the Foreet. I Qaeen of the Meadow, 



The Dead Heart. 

For Iiaok of Gold. 

What Will the World Bay 7 

For the King. 

A Hard Knot. 



Post 8vo, illustrated boards, sx.'each. 

In Pastarea Green. 
In lK>ve and War. 
A Heart's Problem. 
By Mead and Stream. 
Fancy Free. 



In Honour Bound. 
Heart's Delight. 
Blood-Money. 



Oibney (Somerville).— Sentenced I Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. 
Gilbert's (W. S.) Original Plays. In 3 Series, post 8vo. 2s. &d. each. 

The First Series contains : The Wicked World— Pygmalion and Galatea— Charity— The Princess— 

The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury— lolanthe. 
The Second Series : Broken Hearts— Engaged— Sweethearts— Gretchen—Dan'l Druce— Tom Cobb 

— H. M.S. • Pinafore '—The Sorcerer— The Pirates of Penzance. 
The Third Series : Comedy and Tragedv— Foggerty's I'airy— Rosencrantz and Guildenstem— 

Patience— Princess Ida— The Mikado— Ruddigore— The Yeomen of the Guard- Tho Gondoliers— 

The Mountebanks — Utopia. 



Bight Original Comic Operas written by W. S. Gilbert. Two Series, demy 8ro. cloth, as.6d, 
each. The FIRST SERIES contains : The Sorcerer— H.M.S. 'Pinafore '—The Pirai 



lolanthe— Patience— Princess Ida— The Mikado-^Trial^ by Jury. 

m 



Pirates of Penzancv-M 



The Second Series contains : The Gondoliers— The Grand Duke— The Yeomen of the Guard— 
His Excellency — Utopia. Limited— Ruddigore — The Mountebanks— Haste to the Wedding. 

The Gilbert and BuUivan Birthday Book t Quotations for Every Day in the Year, selected 
from Plays by W. S. GILBERT set to Music by Sir A. SULLIVAN. Compiled by ALKX. WatSON. 
Royal i6mo. Japanese leather, ax. 6d. ___^ 

Qill>ert (William). — James Duke, Costermonger. Post 8vo, 

ill ustrated boards, gf . ^^^ 

Qissing (Algernon), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 65. each. 

A Secret of the North Bea. \ The Wealth of Malleraiang. 
Knittera in the Sun. | An Angel*a Portion. 



Qlanville (Ernest), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, jx. 6d. each : post 8vo, illustrated boards. 9S. each. 
The Loet Helreaa : A Tale of Love, Battle, and Adventure. With Two lUustrarions by II. NiSBBT. 
The Foaalcker : A RAnance of Mashonaland. With Two Illustrations by HUME NisuET. 
A Fair Coloniat. With a Frontis piece by STANLEY WOOD. 

The Golden Rook. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown Svo. cloth extra, 31. 6d, 
Kloof Tama. Crown Svo cloth, is. 6d. 

Tales from the Veld. With Twelve Illustrations by M. NiSBET. Crown Svo, cloth. 3;. 6d. 
Max Thornton. With 8 Illustrations by J. S. CROMPTON, R.I. Large crown Svo, doth, gUt 
edges, sj. ; cloth, gilt top. 6s. ^^ 

Qlenny (George).— A Year's Work in Garden and Greenhouse: 

Practical Advice as to the Management of the Flower. Fruit, and Frame Garden. Post Svo, ss. ; cloth, is. 6«^. 

Godwin (William).— Lives of the Necromancers. Post 8vo. cl.,.25. 
Golden Treasury of Thought, The: A Dictionary of Quotations 

from the Best Authors. By Theodore Taylor. Crown Sro. cl oth, 3s. 6d. 

G oodman (E. J.).— The Fate of Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo, 35. 6i. 
Gore (J. Ellard, F.R.A.S.).— The Stellar Heavens: an Introduc- 

tion to the Study of the Stars and Nebulae. Crown Svo. cloth, ss. net. 



G race (Alfred A .) .— Tales of a Dying Race. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d . 
Greeks and- ^(omans. The Life of the, described from Antique 

Monuments. By ERNST GUHL and W. KONER. Edited by Dr. F. HUBFPBR. With 545 Ittustn. 
tio ns. Large crown Svo. cloth extra, js. 6d. 

Greenwood (James: "The Amateur Casual ").— The Prisoner 

la the Deck 1 My Four Years' Daily Experiences In the London Police Coma. Cr. Svo, cl, y. 6 d. 

Grey (Sir George),— The Romance of a Proconsul: Being the 

Personal Life and Memoirs of Sir GSGRGB Grby, K.C.B. By jAMBS MlLNB. Vfith Portrait SfiCOMO 
Edition. Crown Svo, buckram, 6x. 



■ mm I I 



« CMATTO A WINDUS, PublUhers , m S t Martin's Lane, London, W.C._ 
Faraday (Michael), Works byl PosrSvoTclothextra, 4s. 6d. each. 

Tho Ghomloal Hiator j of a Candla t Lectures delivered before a Juvenile Audience. Edited 

hv Wi Ll.fAKI CrOOKKS, F.C.S. With numerous lOustrntions. 
On the Varlons Foreas of Nature, and tholv Ralations to aaoh ottaav. Edited by 
- _ .}^ ' '•'• ' AM CROOKHS. F.C.S. With Illustrations. 

Farrer (J. Anson). — War: Three Essays. Crown 8vo, cloth, 15. 6d. 



Fenn (Q. Manville), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, .v. 6ii. each ; post 8to, illustrated bn.trd<«. cs. each. 
Tha Naw MlstresB. I Wltnaaa t o the Deed. I Tho Ttgar Lily. | The White Viitfln. 

Crown 8vo. cloth .v. 6ti. each. 
Double Cunnlntf. 
A Fluttered Dovecote. 
Kln< of the Castle. 
The Master of the Cere 
monies. 



A Woman Worth Winning. 
Cursed by a Fortune* 
The Caae of Allsa Gray. 
Commodore Junk. 
Blaok Blood. 



The Story of Antony Grace 
The Man with a Shadow. 
One Maid's Mischief. 
This Man's Wife. 
In Jeopardy. 



Crown 3vo, cloth, Kilt top, bs. each. 
The Bag of Diamonds, and Three Bits of Paste. 
Running Amok i a Story of Advemure. 

The Cankerworm i being Episodes of a Woman's Life. | 

A Crimson Crime. Crown 8v o, clotti, gfUt top, bs. ; picture cloth, flat b ack, zs. 

with 



Black Bhadowa. 



Fiction, A Catalogue of, with Descriptive Notices and Reviews of 

over N i NR Hu ndr ed Nqvbls. will be sent free by Messrs. Cha t to & WiNUUS upon appHcafio n. 

Fin- Bee. — ^The Cupboard Papers : Observations on the Art of Living 

and Di ning. P ost 8v o, cloth lim p, ar. 6d. 

Fi rewbrlc^MalcIng, The Complete Art of ; or, The Pyrotechnist s 

Treasury. By THOMAS KENTISH . With 367 I llustrations. Cro wn 8vo, clotJv?*. 6d. 

First Boole, My.ByWALTER Besant, Tam¥s1^ayn. W. Clark lius- 

SF.i.u Grant Ali.en. Hall Caine, George r, Sims, RudyArd Kiplinc;, a. Conan Doyle, 
M. K. Braodon, F. w. Robinson, H. Rider Hagcakd, R. M. Ballantyne, I. ZAXf;\vii,i.. 
Mori.ky Roberts, d. Christie Mi'rrav, Mary Corelli. J. K. ierome, John stran. e 
Winter, Bret Harte, • o.,' Robert Buchanan, and R. I-. Stevenson, with a Prefatory Story 
by Je rome K. Jerome, and 185 Illustrations. A New Edition. Small demy 8vo, art linen, 3s. od. 

Fitzg:erald (Percy), Works by. 

Little Essays t Passa^res from the Letters of CHARLES Lamb. Post 8vo, cloth, os. M. 
Fatal Zsro. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3J-. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boanis. 3J. 



Ball a Donnat 
Polly. 

BlF Hanry Irvtntf: 



Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. each. 



Christmas Days with Box. 

3i- 6rf. 



Tha Lady of Brantoma. 
Nevar Forgottan. 

Twenty Years at tlie Lyceum. 



W 



The Second Mrs. Tlllotson. 
Seventy- Ave Brooke Street. 

th Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. (xi. 



With Illustrations in Facsimile of Old Prints. 



Crown 8vo, cloth, 
[Shortly. 



Flammarion (Camille), Works by. 

Popular Astronomy I A General Description of the Heavens. Translated by J. liLLARO GORS. 

r.R.A.S. With Three Plates and 288 Illustrations. Medium 8vo. cloth, los. 6a. 
Urania: A Romance. With 87 Illustrations. Crow n 8vo, clo th extra, cj . 

Fletcher's (Qlles, B.D.) Complete Poems : Christ's Victorie 



Heaven. Christ's Victorie on Earth, Christ's Triumph over Death, and Minor Poems. 
Rev. A. B. GrosarT. O.I3. Crown 8vo, cloth boards, ^j. 6rf. 



HI 
With Notes by 



Forbes (Archibald).— The Life of Napoleon 111. With Photo- 

_ gravure Frontispiece and Thirty-six fuU-page Illustrations. Cheaper Iss ue. Demy 8vo, clo th. 6 .f . _ 

Forbes (Hon. Mrs. Walter R. P.). —Dumb. Crown 8vo, cl., 35. ed. 
Francillon (R. E.), Novels by. 

Crown Svo. cloth extra, ^r. 6ei. each ; post 8vo. illustrated boards. 2X. each. 
One by One. | A Real Qaeen. | A Dog and his Shadow. | Ropes of Sand. Il1u»t. 



Post 8vo, illustrated boards, os. each. 

Qaeen Cophetaa. r Olympla* I Roman ces of the Law. 

Jack Doyle's Daughter. Crown'svo, cloth, ^j. M. 



I King or Knave? 



Frederic (Harold), Novels by. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6rf. each : 

illustrated boards ax. each. 

Beth's Brother's Wif e. I The Lawton Girl . 

Fr^'s (Herbert) Royal Qulde to the London Charities, 1904. 

Edited b y JOHN LaNB. Published Annually. Crown 8vo. cloth, is. 6d. ^ ____^ 

Qardenins: Books. Post 8vo, is. each ; cloth limp. is. 6d. each. 

A Year's Work in Garden and Greenhouse. By Ggokgp. Glknny. 

Household Hortlcnlture. BvTOMand Tanr Jf.rkold. Illustrated. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. By Tom iRRROLn. 



Qauiot (Paul), Books by: 

The Red Shirts t A Tale of " The Terror.* Translated by JOHX DE Villiers. With a Fron 
tispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3x. M. : p'cture cloth, flat back, ar. 

Love and Lovers of the Past. Translated by Chaklks Larociik, M.A. With a Frontls* 
piece. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, &r. 



CHATTO A WINDUS, Publiaherj, ni St. MarUn'a Lane, London, W.C. 9 
Gentleman's Mas:azine, The. is. Monthly. Contains Stories, 

Articles upon Literature, Sdeuce. Biography, and Art, and * Tabl* Talk* by SYLVANUS URBAN. 
*** Bound Volumes/or rece nt years kept in stockt Rf. 6</. each. Cases for bittding, gj. tach. 

German Popular Stories. Collected by the Brothers Grimm and 

Translated by Edgak Taylor. With Introduction by JOHN RUSKIN. and sa Steel Plates after 
GHORGK CRUIKSH AN K. Square 8vo. cloth. 6f. 6rf. ; gilt edg es. 7f. fuU 

Gibbon (Chas.), Novels by. Cr. Svo.cl., 35. td, ea.; postSvo, bds., 2s ea. 

Robin Gray. With Frontispiece. I Xioving a Dream. | Tha Bvaaa of Yarrow. 

Tha Golden Shaft. Witti Frontispiece. I Of High Degree. 

The Flower of the Forert. I Queen of the Meadow. 



The Dead Heart. 

For JLaok of Gold. 

What Will the World Bay 7 

For the King. 

A Hard Knot. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. each. 

In Pastnrea Green. 
In Love and War. 
A Heart's Problem. 
By Mead and Stream. 
Fanoy Free. 


In Honour Boundt 
Heart's Delight. 
Blood-Money. 



Glbney (Somervllle).— Sentenced I Crown 8vo, cloth, 15. td. 
Gilbert's (W. S.) Original Plays. In 3 Series, post 8vo. 2s. (A. each. 

The First Series contains : The Wicked World— Pygmalion and Galatea— Charity— The Princess— 

The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury— lolanthe. 
The Second Series : Broken Hearts— Engaged— Sweethearts— Gretchen—Dan'l Druce— Tom Cobb 

— H.M.S. ' Pinafore '—The Sorcerer— Tlie Pirates of Penzance. 
The Third Series: Comedy and Traeedv— Foggerty's Fairy— Rosencrantz and Guildensteni'— 

Patience— Princess Ida— The Mikado— Ruddigore — The Yeomen of the Guurd— The Gondoliers— 

The Mountebanks— Utopia. 

Bight Original Gomio Operas written by W. S. Gilbert. Two Series, demy 8vo. cloth, %s. 6d. 

each. The FIRST SERIES contains : The Sorcerer— H. M.S. * Pinafore '—1 he Pirates of Peiizaucv— 

lolanthe— Patience— Princess Ida— The Mikado— Trial by Jury. 
The SECOND Series contains : The Gondoliers— Tlie Grand Duke— The Yeomen of the Guard— 

His Excellency — Utopia, Limited — Ruddigore — The Mountebanks — Haste to the Wedding. 
The Gilbert and Sullivan Birthday Book t Quotations for Every Day in the Year, selected 

from Plays by W. S. Gilbert set to Music by Sir A. Sullivan. Compiled by ALKX. Wai-son. 

Royal 161110, Japanese leather, af. 6d. 

Gilbert (William). — James Duke, Costermonger. Post 8vo, 

illust rated boards, ar . 

Glssing (Algernon), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, Os. each. 

A Secret of the North Sea. ) The Wealth of Mallersiang. 

Knitters in the Sun. I An Angel's Portion. 



Glanvllle (Ernest), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 3s. 6d. each : post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2x. each. 
The Lost Heiress : A Tale of Love. Battle, and Adventure. Witli Two Illustrations by II. NiSDUT. 
The Fossicker : A RAnance of Mashonuland. Witli Two Illustrations by HUME N ISUET. 
A Fair Colonist. With a Frontispiec e by Stanley Wood. 

The Golden Rock. With a Frontispiece by Stanley Wood. Crown Svo. cloth extra, 3^. 6ct, 
Kloof Yarns. Crown 8vo cloth, is. 6d. 

Tales from the Yeld. With Twelve Illustrations by M. NiSBET. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6d. 
Max Thornton. With 8 lUustraUons by J. S. CROMPTON. R.I. Large crown 8vo. cloth, g'Jt 
edges, 5J. ; cloth, gilt top, ts. 

Glenny (George).— A Year's Work in Garden and Greenhouse: 

Practical Advice as to the Management of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. Post Svo, is. ; cloth, is, 6d, 

Godwin (William).— Lives of the Necromancers. Post 8vo. cl.. 25. 
Golden Treasury of Thought, The: A Dictionary of Quotations 

fro m the Best Authors. By THEODORE TAYLO R . Crown 8yo. c loth, y. 6rf. 

Goodman ( E. J.).— The Fate of Herbert Wayne. Cr. Svo, y.6d. 

Gore (J. Ellard, F.R.A.S.).— The Stellar Heavens: an Introduc- 
tion to the Study of the Stars and Nebulae. Crown 8vo. cloth, ss. net. 



G race (Alfred A.).— Tales of a Dying Race. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3s. 6 d, 
Greeks and- N^omans, The Life of the, described from Antique 

Monuments. By ERNST GUHL and W. KONER. Edited by Dr. F. HUEFKER. With 545 Illustra. 
tions . Large crown Svo, cloth extra, js. 6d. 

Greenwood (James: "The Amateur Casual ").—The~Prlsoner 

i n the Dock ; My Four Years' Daily Experiences >n the London Police Courts. Cr. 8 yo. cL. y. 6 rf. 

Grey (Sir George), — The Romance of a Proconsul : Being the 

Personal Life and Memoirs of Sir GEORGE GRBV, K.C.B. By JAMBS MILNB. With Portrait SBCONO 
Edition. Crown Svo, buckram, fix. 



i 



lo CHATTO & WINDU3. PublUheri, iii St. Martin's Lane, London, W.C. 



The Power of the Palm>st« 



Qiifflth (Cecil).— Corinthia Marazion : A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth 

e xtra, y. 6a. 

Qunter (A. Clavering, Author of 'Mr. Barnes of New York'). — 

A Florid a Bne haatm ent. Crown 8yo. cloth. 3s. 6d. 

duttenbers: (Violet), Novels by. 

Meith er Je w nor Oreek. j 

Hair, Tlie : Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease. Trans- 

lated fro m tlie G er man of Dr. J. PiNCUS. Crown 8to, is. ; cloth, is. 6tL 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by. Cr. 8vo, el. ex., 65. each. 

Hew Bjrmbole. | L egende of the Morrow. | The Serpent Play. 
Maiden Bcetaay. Small 4to. cloth extra. 8j. 

Halifax (C.).— Dr. Rumsey's Patient. By Mrs. L. T. Meads and 

Clifford Halifax, M.D. Crown Svo. cloth, y. 6rf. 

Hall (Mrs. S. C.).— Sketches of Irish Character. With numerous 

Illustrations on Steel and Wood by MaCLISB, GilbbkT, HarvhY, and GeorCB CRUIKSHANK. 
S mall demy 8vo, cloth extra, ^s. 6 d. 

Hall (Owen), Novels by. 

The Track of a Btomi. crown 8to, cloth, y. 6d, ; picture doth, flat back, ax. 
Jetsam. Crown Svo, doth, 3r.'6d^ 



Bureka. 



Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6x. each. 

I Hernando. 



Halliday (Andrew). —Eve r y "day Papers. Post 8vo, picture bds., 25. 
Hamilton (Cosmo), Stories by. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 3s. 6d. each. 

The Glamour of the Imposelble. I Through a Keyhole. 

*»* The two stories may also be had bound together in one volume, crowm 8vo, cloth, y. 6rf. 

Harte's (Bret) Collected Works. Revised by the Author. LIBRARY 

EDITION, in Ten Volumes, crown 8vo. cloth extra, &f. each. 
Vol. I. COMPLETK Poetical and Dramatic works. With Steel-plate Portrait. 
„ II. TiiR Luck of Roaring Camp— Bohemian Papers— American Legend. 
„ III. Tales of the argonauts— Eastern Sketches. 
„ IV. Gahkiel Conroy. I Vol. V. Stories— Condensed Novels, &c 
,, VI. Tales of the pacific Slope. 

„ VII. Tales of the Pacific Slope— II. With Portrait by John Phttie, R.A. 
„ VIII. Tales of the Pine and the Cypre.ss. 
„ IX. Buckeye and Chapparel. 
„ X. Tales of Trail and_To\vn,_&c^ 

Bret Harte's Choice Works, in Prose and Verse. With Portrait of the Author and 40 Illuii- 

tratiuns. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. (>i.i 
Bret Harte's Poetical Works, includini; " Some Later Verses." Aown 8vo. buckram, 4^ . 6./. 
Borne Later Yerses. Crown Bvo, linen f;ilt, 5X. 

In a H0II0IV of the Hills. Crown Bvo, picture cloth, flat back, aj-. 
Condensed Novels. (The Two Series in One Volume.) Pott Bvo, cloth, fi:ilt top, af. net; leather, 

gilt edges, 3J. net. 



On the Old Trail. 
Under the Redwoods. 



Crown Bvo, c oth, 6j. each. 

From Sandhill to Pine. 
_ . _ Stories in Light and Shadow. 

Mr. Jack Hamlin's Mediation. 



Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3J. 6d. each ; post Bvo, picture boards, ar. each. 
Gabriel Conroy. 

A Waif of the Plains. With 60 Illustrations by STANLEY L. Wood. 
A Ward of the Golden Gate , w ith 59 illust rations by Stanley l. Wood. 

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3*. 6d. each. 
Busy : A Novel. With Frontispiece and Vignette by J. A. CHRISTIE. 
Bally Dows, &c. With 47 Illustrations by W. D. ALMOND and others. 
The jBell-Rlnger of Angel's, &c. With 39 Illustrations by Dudley Hardy and others 
Olarenee 1 A Story of the American War. With Eiclit Iliustratiuns by A. JULE GOODMAN. 
Barker's Luck, &c. with 39 Illustrations by A. Forbstibr, Paul Hardy, &c. 
DoYil's Ford, fee. With a Frontispiece by W. H. OVEREND. 

The Crusade of the ** Excelsior." With a Frontispiece by J. Bernard Partridgr. 
Three Partners : or. The Big Strike on Heavy Tree HilL With B Illustrations by J. GULICH. 
Tales of Trail and Town. With Frontispiece by G. P. Jacomb-Hood. 
Mew Condensed Novels : Bu rlesq ues. 

Crown Bvo, cloth, 3X. 6rf. each ; picture cloth, flat backs, ax. each. 
The Lnek of Roaring Camp, and Sensation Novels Condensed. 
A Sappho of Green Springs. | Colonel Starbottle's Clienti 

A Protegee of J ack Hamlin'e. With num erous Illustrations. 

Post Bvo, illustrated boards, ax. each. 
An Helreu of Red Dog. I _^!^Jh'^^_ot.JRo^lni Camp. | Callfornian Stortei. 

Post 8vo, Illustrated boards, ax. each ; cToth, ax. 6d. each. 
nip* I Marnja. | A PhyUis of the Sierraa. 



CHATTO A WINPUS, PubUsherg, iii St. Martto'g Lant, Londoa, W.C. n 
Handwriting, Tlie Pliilosopliy of« With over loo Facsimiles and 

Explanatory Text. By DON FELIX DB SALAMANCA. Port 8vo. half-cloth. 9S. 64, 

HanlQr.Panlcy : Easy and Difficult Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of 

Han<C &C. Edited by W. H. CRHMBlt. With aoo Illustrations. Crown 8to, doth extra, 4s. 6cf. 

Hardy (Rev. E. J», Author of • How to be Happy though Married *).— 

Love, Courtship, and Marriage. Crown 8vo. cloth. y.6d. 

Hardy (Iza Duffus), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, s^ilt top, &r. each. 
The iiessev BvlL I Man, Woman, and Fata. 
A Bntterfly t Her Friends and her Fortunes. 

Hardy (Thomas).— Under the Greenwood Tree. Post-Svo, cloth 

extra, 3s. 6d. ; Illustrated boards, ax. : doth limp, as, e/L—Also the FiNB PAPER EDITION, pott Siro, 
doth, gilt top, as, net ; leather, gilt edges, y. net. 

Haweis (Mrs. H. R.), Books by. 

The Art of Beauty. With Coloured Frontispiece and 91 Illustrations. Square 8vo, doth bds., 6s. 
The Art of Deooratlon. With Coloured Fronti^iece and 74 Illustrations. Sq. Svo, cloth txto., 4c 
The Art of Dress. With 32 Illustrations, ^ost Svo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 
Chaucer for Schools, with the Story of his Tunes and his Work. A New Edition* rerlsed. 

With a Frontispiece. Demy Svo, cloth, as. 6d. 
Chaucer for Children. With 38 Illustrations (8 Coloured). Crown 4to. doth extra, y. 6d. 

Haweis (Rev. H. R., M.Af). — American Humorists: Washington 

IRVING, OLIVER WENDELL HOLMRS, JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL, ARTBMUS WARD. MARK 
TWAIN, and BRET Harte. Crown Svo. cloth, 6s. 

Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post Svo, Illustrated boards, as. each. 
Garth. I BUlce Quentln. I Beatrix Randolph. With Four lUusts. 

Fortune's Fool. | Dust. Four lllusts. I David Polndexter's DtaappearanMt . 

I The Sp ectre of the Camera. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. each. 
Miss Cadogna. | Iiove— o r a Mama. 

Sebastian Stroma. Crown Svo, doth, y. 6d. 

Heckethorn (C. W.). Books by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 65. each. 

London Souvenirs. I London Memories : Social, Historical, and Topographical. 

Helps (Sir Arthur), Boolcs by. Post Svo, cloth limp, 25. td. each. 

Animals and their Masters;; I Social P ressure. 

Ivan de Blron t A NoveL Crown 8vo. cloth extra, y. 6d. ; past Svo. illustrated boards, as. 

Henderson (Isaac). — Agatha Page; A Novel. Cr. 8vo, cl., y. 6<^. 
Henty (G. A.), Novels by. 

Rulab, the Jutftfler. Post Svo. cloth, y. 6d. ; illustrated boards, or. 

Colonel Thorndyke's Secret. With a Frontispiece by Stanley L. Wood. Small demy 9fO, 
cloth, gilt edges, y. 

Crown Svo. cloth, y. 6A each. 
The Queen's Cup. j Dorothy's Double. 



Herman (Henry).— A Leading L^dy. Post 8vo. cloth, 25. 6rf. 

Hertzka (Dr. Theodor).— Freeland: A Social Anticipation. Trans- 
lated by ARTHUR Ransom. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 6j. 

Hesse- Wartegg (Chevalier Ernst von).— Tunis: The Land and 

the People. With aa Illustrations. Crown Svo. cloth extra, y. 6rf. 

Hill (Headon). — Zambra the Detective. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. td,\ 

post Svo. picture boards, as. 

Hill (John), Works by. 

Treason -Felony. Post Svo. boards, as. | The Common Ancestor. Cr. Svo. doth, y.grf . 

Hinkson (H. A.), Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 65. each. 

Fan Fltggerald . | Silk and Steel. 

Hoey (Mrs. Cashel).— The Lover's Creed. Ppst Svo, board s, 25. 
Holiday^ Where to go for a. By E. P. Sholl, Sir H. Maxwell, 

Bart., M.P., JOHN WATSON, JANF. BARLOW, MARY LOVBTT CAMERON, JUSTIN H. MCCARTHY. 

Paul Lange. J. w. Graham, j. H. Salter, phcebe allen, s. J. Beckett, L. Rivers Vine, 
a nd C. F. GORDON CUMMING. Crown Svo, clot lu is. 6d. 

Holmes (Oliver Wendell), WorkTby. 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table. Illustrated by J. Gordon Thomson, rost 8vq, doth 

limp. ax. 6</. Another Edition, post Svo. cloth, 3x. 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table and The Professor at the Broakfast-Tiibla. 

In One VoL Post Svo, half-bound, as. 



Hooper (Mrs. Qeo*)-— The House of Raby. Post 8vo, boards, %s. 



19 CHATTO ft WINDU8, Publishers, in St. Martin** Lane, London, W.C. 



Hood's (Thomas) Choice Works in Prose and Verse. With Life of 

th« Author, Portrait, and ano Illustnitimif. Cmwn 8ro, cloth, y. 6d. 

Hood'a Whims »nd Odd iti— . With 85 Illustrations. Post 8vo, hali»bo und. aj. 

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works ; including his Ludi- 
crous Adventures, Bens Mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. With a Life. A New Edition, with a Frontispiece. 
. Crown Wvo, cloth, y. 6H. 

Hopkins (Tighe), Novels by. 

For Froodon. Crown Sto. cloth. 6s. 



Crown 8ro. cloth, y. 6ti. each. 

- - _- -h a Frontispiece. I The I _. 

TliQ MiHonf of C»rrfoonn>. | MeU HafTendan. With 8 Illustrations by C. Gregory. 



Tvlatt Love and Duty. With a Frontispiece, j The Inoompleto JLdventavor. 
■"^ ^ pfoonna. I MeU Haffendan. Wiih8Illi ■ 



Home (R. Hengist). — Orion: An Epic Poem. With Photograph 

Portrait by SUMMERS. Tenth Edition. Crown 8to. cloth extra. 7*. 

Homung (H. W.j.— The Shadow of the Ktope. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

gflttop, 6 s. 

Hugo (Victor).— The Outlaw of Iceland (Han d'Islande). trans- 

l«fd by S b GiLHERT Cam pbell. Crown 8vo. cloth, .y. 6d. ___^___ 

Hume (Fergus)^ Novels by. 

The Ziady from Nowhera. Crown 8to, cloth, y. 6d.: picture cloth, flat back, as 
The Millionalge Mystery. Crown 8to, cloth, y. 6d. * 



Hungerford (Mrs., Author of ' Molly Bawn '), Novels by. 

Crown 8vc, cloth extra, y. 6if. each : post 8ro. illustrated boards, os. each : cloth limp, or. 6d. each. 



A Maiden All Forlorn. 
In Duranee Vile. 



A Modem Gtroe. 
Aprtl*e JLady. 



Pater's Wlfa. 

Lady Patty. 

Lady Yeniar's Flight. 

The Red-Honee Mystery. 



An Unsatlafaetory LoTor. 

The Professor's Bxperlment. 

The Three Graces. 

Nora Crelna. 

A Mental Btmtftfle. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6r/. each. 
An Anxlo ns Momen t. I The Coming of Chloe. j A Point of C o nsdenoe . I LoTlee. 

Hunt's (Leigh) Essays : A Tale for a Chimney Corner, &c. Edited 

by Edmund Ollier. Post 8vo, half- bound, as. 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each. 
The Leaden Casket. | Bel t-Condemne d. | That Othor Person. 

Mrs. Jnllet. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. 

Hutchison (W. M.).— Hints on Colt- breaking. With 25 Illustra- 

tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extr a, y. 6rf. 

Hydrophobia : An Account of M. Pasteur's System ; The Technique of 

Ids Method, and Statistics. By Renaud SUZOR. M.B. Crown 8yo. cloth extra, &f. 

idler Magazine (The). Edited by Robert Barr. Profusely Ilius- 

trated. 6d. Monthly. 

Impressions (The) of Aureole. Post 8vo, cloth, 25. 6d . 

Indoor Paupers. By One of Them. Crown 8vo, is. ; cloth, is. 6i. 
Inman (Herbert) and Hartley Aspden.— The Tear of Kalee. 

Cro wn 8vo. cloth, gilt top, 6s . 

In Memoriam: Verses for every Day in the Year. Selected and 

arr anged by LUCY RID L EY. Small sq u are 8vo. cl oth, ss. 6d. net : leather, y. 6d net. 

Innkeeper's Handbook (The) and Licensed Victualler's Manual. 

By J. TREVOR-DavieS. A New Edition. Crown 8^ o. clo t h, gj . 

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs of. Collected and Edited by A. 

Perceval Graves. Post Svo. doth limp, aj. 6d. 

Irving (Sir Henry) : A Record of over Twenty Years at the Lyceum. 

By Percy Fitzgerald. With P ortrait . Crown 8vo. c loth. If. 6d. 

James (C. T. C). ^ A Romance of the Queen's Hounds. Post 

8to. cloth lim p, if. 6d. 

Jameson (William). —My Dead Self. Post Svo, cloth, 25. 6d. 



Japp (Alex. H., LL. P.). —Dramatic Pictures, &c. Cr. 8vo, cloth , 5s. 
Jennings (Henry J.), Works by. 

gorlositles of Grlttelsm. Post 8to, cloth fimp. as. 6d. 
^rd Tennyfoq i A Qiograpbical Sketch. With Portrait. Post tyo, doth, w. 64. 
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Jeflteries (Richard), Books by. 



lerrold (Douglas).— The Barber'a Ch«lr; and the Hedgehog 

I*« t««. Tag 8TO. n rin ted on UIJ papt. and Biif-biMma. 31. 

lerrold (Tom), Works by. Post 8vo, ii. ea. : cloth limp, u. &J. Each. 

Tha flarrfAn that Palrf thA Hani. ' 



e (Edward).— Scenes and Occupations of a Country Life. 



lonea (William, P.S.A.), Works by. Cr. 8va, cl. e 



mea (William, P.S.A.), Works b< 

PtBfai-Bliif Liw t HittoTin;, LonndBiy, ud Ai 
CHOIM ana CllT011»U0H» l A Minmy ol Ki(^ 



's (B«a} Works. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 



lo^hus, Tta« Coaiplete Works of. Translated by Wristoh. Con- 

Two'^ffoli., deiii7 iio. Silfckilb, ^s/" ^^ *"' "" "" ''"■ " * S" "* "•'* 

Kempt (Robert).— Pencil and Palette: Cbapters on Art and Artist*. 

Fomwhtliilhlldni.M.tif, I ^^^ 

Kershaw (Mark). — Colonial Facts and Fictions: Hamoroas 

KIne (R. AsheiTNovels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, is. each. 
• »■ wuwtntf ar tha Own.' i Pimlon'j ■■■■ a. | BaU Bmnv. 

KlpHng Primer (A), Including Biographical and Critical Chapiers, 

u liulKi ID Mr. KlpUar^ ''^T^^ Writlnji ud BlbllntrapUo. Bj F. L. Knqwlkb, ^iih sI 

Knight (William, M.R.C.S., and Edward, L.R.C.p!). — The 
RnlghtS (TRe) of the Lion : A Romance of the Thirteenth CenlUTy. 
Lttmbert(Qeorge).— The Prealdeht of Boravla. Crown Svo.cl..3i.6j. 
Lamb'5 (Charles) Complete Works in Prose and Verse, including 

'PHtryflHChadrai'AHl'PrtiKS Dons.' EfUud, wllK iiottt And IntroductloA. bj R. tL SHBP- 
Uttls ■■■avBlSlH<<:liHandCbsracHata>CHAiU.S3LAHB,Kl«IedbDiii Ui Letun br FutCT 



Landor (Walter Savage).— Citation antf Examination of William 

li added. X Coatiruiu si MaMar admunffBHiiau w«li Uie Evliif Bmttx, uaditat Ihs 

Lane (Edward William).— The Thousand and One Nights, com. 

Bonly ciilod In EDBlud Tba Ar&UAB HUtata' aD(*IPtliliin«al«f TruAudfran fta AnUc, 
Willi Not«- lUuitimted with rrany hundred EnBrmvlnBa trora Dovrd^ by HaRVBV. EdiKd by EHWAMII 
STAHLBV POOLH. With Fralica by STAHLEY LANB'PQQL H. Tbjga Vgla.. dnny Brq^ ctotfiT T^- ^- *■■ 

Lorwood (Jacob), Works by. 



Lefamann (R. C), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, it, 6d. 
OMmntUoBai BbiM m >f«M UoaMni A cbMih fgiiMTiik. 



u « ■ -- .iJ^ 



■Li'**- 
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Leigh (Henry S.).— Carols of Coc]kayne. Printed on hand-mada 



p«pf r. bound in buckram, ss. 



Leland (C. Godfrey), —A Manual of Mending and Repairing. 

With Diagraait. Crown Svo, cloth, y. 



Lepelietier (Edmond). — Madame Sans-G^ne. Translated from 

the French by J O HN DE VILLIBRS. Post 8vo. c\oth. y. 6d. ; picture boards, as. 

Leys (John K.), Novels by. 

Th# i i todaay. Pott 9ro, p i cture bd«.. as. I A Sof Temptation. Cr, gro, cloth« gflt top, 6s, 

Lilburh (Adam). — A "Tragedy In Marble. Crown bvo. cloth. 35. 6(i. 
Lindsay (Harry, Author of * Methodist Idylls.'), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, doth, y. 6d. each. 
Rhoda RolMPti. I Tha Jaoobtta; A Romance of the Conspiracy of * The Forty.* 

Crown 8vo, clothi gilt top, 6^. each. 
Jadah PyaoiK>ft« PaHtan^ | TlM Story of Leah. 



Linton (E. Lynn), Works by. 

An Oetava of Frlendai Cro wn Svo. doth, y. M. 

Crown 8to, doth extra, y. bd. each ; post Srq. Illustrated boards, sx. each. 
Patricia Kemball. J lone. 

Leam 



Tbe Atoneinent of Xieam Dundee. 
The Wovra^Well Iioet. AVlth za lUustt. 
Tbe One Too M anj. 



Under which Xiovd 7 with la TDustratloBS. 
• My £ove ! ' | Bowing the Wind. 
Paeton Carew* Millionaire and Miser. 
Dniole Bwertoa. I With a Silken Thraad* 
The Hebe! of the Fa mily. 

Poft 9vo, cloth Ump, as. dd. each. 
Witch Btorlaa. I Ooreelvest Essays on Women. 
Fraeehooting 1 Extracts fVom the Works of Mrs, Lynn Linton. 



Lowe (Charles, M.A.).— Our Greatest Living Soldiers. With 

_ 8 Portraits . Crown 8to, cloth, y. 6 4. 

Lucy (henry W.).— Gideon Fleyce: A Novel. Crown Svo, cloth 

extra, y. td. ; p ost Svo, illustrated Iwards, as. 

McCarthy(Justlny, Worlcs by. 

A History of Our Own Times, from tne Acces^on of Queen Victoria to the General Election ol 
1880. LlURARY I'.DITION. Four Vols., demy 8vo. cloth extra, lar. each.— Also a POPULAR 
Edition, in Hour Vols., crown Svo. cloth extra, dx. each.— And the JUBILBB EDITION, with an 
Appendix of Events to the end of z886, in Two Vols., large crown Svo, cloth extra, ^s. 6d. each. 

A History of Our Ovrn Times* Vol. V., from 1880 to the Diamond Jubilee. Demy Svo, cloth 
extra. i2X. : or crown Svo, cloth, ts. 

A History of Our Own Times. Vol. VI., from the Diamond Jubilee, 1897, to the Accession of 
Kinjf Edward VII. Demy Svo, cloth. lU. [ithortly. 

A Short History of Oar Otvn Times. One VoL, crown 8vo, cloth extra. 6r.— Also a CHHAP 
Popular Edition, post svo, cloth limp. v.ed. 

A History of the Foar Georges and of William the Fourth. By Justin McCarthy 
and JUSTIN HUNTLY MCCARTHY. I*our Vols., demy Svo, cloth extra, xax. each. 

The Reign of Queen Anne, a vols., demy Svo. cloth, i»s each. 

Reminiscences. With a Portrai t. Two Vols., de m y 8yo, c loth, a^s. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, ax. each ; cloth limp. ar. 6d. each 

The Waterdale Neighbours. Donna Quixote. With la illustrations. 



[y Bnemy*B Daughter. 
A Fair Saxon. Linley Roehfordt. 

Dear I«ady Disdain. The Dictator. 
Miss Misanthrope. With xa illustrations. 



The Comet of a Season. 

Maid of Athens. With 13 Illustrations. 

Oamlola 1 A Girl with a Fortune. 

Red Dia monds. 1 The Riddle Ring. 



Crown Svo, doth, y. id. each. 
The Three Disgraces, and other Stories._ | Mononia s A Love Story of • Forty-elsrht.* 
* The Right Honourable.* ByjusTiN McCarthy ~and Mrs. Campbell Prabd. Crown Sto, 

cloth extra, ts. 



McCarthy (Justin HuAtly), Works by. 

The French RCTolutlon. (Constituent Assembly, X789.9Z). Four Vols., demy Svo, doth. tar. each. 

An Outline of the History of Ireland. Crown Svo, ix. ; cloth, ix. 6d. 

Ireland Since the Union t Sk etches of Irish History . 1798-1886. Crown Svo, doth, 6r. 

Haflz In I<ondon x Poems. Small Svo. fco ld cloth, y. 6rf. " 

Our Sensation If otoI. Crown Svo, picture cover, xx. ; cloth Ump, ». 6A 

Doont : An Atlantic Episode. Crown Svo, picture cover, s.r. 

Dolly X A Sketch. Crown Svo, picture cover, ix. 

I«lly JCiass X A Romance. Crown Svo, picture cover, ts, ; doth Ump, ix. 6A 

A Lon don Lege nd. C rown 8vo.^otb.^x^6^ 

MacColl (Hugh), Novels byT 

Mr. Stranger's Sealed Packet. IV>st Svo. Uiustraled boards, as. 

Ednor Whitlock. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 6x. 

Macdonel l (Agnes).— Quaker Cousins. Post 8vo, boards, 2$, 
MacGregor (Robert).— Pastimes and Players: Notes on Popular 

Ga me s. Post S vo , cloth limp , as. 6d. 

Machray (Robert), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each. 
A Blow over the Heart. | The Mystery of X«laoola*a Ib«« 
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MacDonald (Qeorge, LL.D.), Books by. 

Works of Fancy and Imagination. Ten Vols., 16010, cloth, gfit edges, in doth case, «u. : ur 

the Volumes may be had separately, in Grolier clotlu at as. 6ii. each. 
Vol. I. Within and Without.— the Hidden Life. 

„ II. The Disciple.— The Gospel women.- Book of Sonnets.— Organ Songs. 
«- III. Violin Songs Songs of the Days and Nights.— a book op dreams.— Roadside 

Poems.— poems FOR CHILDREN. 

., IV. Parables.— Ballads.— SCOTCH songs. 

„ V. & VI. J'HANTASTES ! A Faerie Romance. I Vol. VII. THE PORTSNT. 

„ VII I. THE LIGHT PRINCESS.— The GfANT'S HEART.— SHADOWS. 

„ IX. Cross purposes.— The Golden key.— The Carasoyn.— Little daylkSht. 

„ X. The Cruel Painter.— The wow o* Rivven.--The Castle.- The broken swords. 

—THE GRAY WOLF.— UN CLE CORNELIUS. 

Potttloal Works of Osorgs HaoOonald. Collected and Arrang«d by the Author. Two Vols. 

crown 8vo, buckram, zax. 
A Threefold Cord. Edited by George M a cDonald. P ost 8to, cloth, 57. 

Phantastes: A Faerie Romance. With 35 Illu<!tratlons by J. BELL. Crown 8ro. cloth extra.' 3X. 6<^ 
Heather and Snovr 1 A NoveL Crown 8vo, cleth extra, y. M. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. 
Llllth t A Romance. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 6s. . 

Mackay (Charles, LL.D.). — Interludes and Undertones; or. 

Music at T wilight Crown 8to, cloth extra €s. 

^rave Men 

Stanley L. wood. 
Small demy gvo. cloth.'gilt edges, $t. 



Mackenna (Stephen J.) and J. Ausrustus O'Shea.— 1 

In Action t ThrilUng Stories of the British Flagf. With 8 lUnstratloBS by STA 



Maclise Portrait Gallery (The) of Illustrious Literary Charac- 
ters : 85 Portraits by Daniel Maclise ; with Memoirs— Biographical, Critical, Bibliographical, 
and Anecdotal— illustrative of the Ltteratura of the former half of the Present Century, by William 
Bates. B.A. Crown 8yo, cloth extra, v. 6rf. 

Macquoid (Mrs.), Works by. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6^. each. 

In the Ardennes. With 50 iilustraUoustty Thomas R. Macquoid. 

Pictures and Legends from Normandy and Brittany. s^IHusts. by T. R. Macquoid. 

Through Normandy. With 02 Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid, and a Map. 

About Yorkshire. With 67 Illustrations by T. R. MACQUOID. 

Masrician's Own Book, The: Performances with Eggs; Hats, &c. 

Edited by W. H. CREMER. With 200 Illustrations. Crown 8to. cloth e xtra, jf . 6rf. 

Magic Lantern, The, and its Managepient : Including full Practical 

Directions. By T. C. Hepworth. With 10 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, if. ; c loth. is._6d, 

Mag:na Charta : An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British 

Museum. 3 feet by 2 feet, wit h Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Co l ours, y . ^______ 

Mafloiy (Sir Thomas). — Mort d' Arthur: The Stories of King 

Arthur and of the Knigfhts of the Round Table. (A Selection.) Edited by B. MONTrOKlEKlE RaN< 
KING. Post 8yo. cloth limp, as . 

Mallock (W. H.), Works by. 

The Msvr Republic. Post 8vo, doth, v> 6d.; pictnre boards, as. 

The Mevr Paul and Virgini a : Positivism on an Island. P ost 8vo, doth, as. Sd. 

Poems. Small 4to, parchment, ts. | Is Mfs Worth Living? Crown 8ro, doth extra. 6s. 

Marguerltte (Paul and Victor),— The CMsaster., Translated by 

Frederic Lees. Crown 8vo. cloth, gj. 6rf. 

Marlowe's Works. Including his Translation^. Edited, with Notes 

and Intro du ctions , by Colonel CUN>flNGHAM. Crown Bvo, cioth extra, y.tfrf. ; ; 

Masbir(Flnch).— Annals of the Hor8e*5hoe Glut. With s.Ulus- 

trations by the AUT HO R. Crow n 8 vo, doth, gilt top, jr; • ■ .. • 

MassluTOr's Plays. From the Text . of William Gifford. Edited 

J ay C o l. ^NNINGHAM. Crown 8vo,. doth extra. y.C<4 .." . ' " . 

Matthews (Brander).— A Secret of the Sea, &c. Post 8vo, illus- 
t rate d boards, as^; cloth limp, as.6d. •■; "^ - 

Max~6'Reli, Books by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. orf. each. 

Her Royal Highness Woman. ^ | Between OoriHlIvSai 

Rambles In Womiwiand. «_-u..._.>___— 

Meade (L. T.), Novels by. 

A Soldier of Fortune. Crow n 8va cloth, y. 6rf. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards^ ar. 

Crown 8vo, doth, v- ^. edcli. 



An Adventuress. 
Vhe Bin* Diamond. 
A BtamUe by th« Way. 



The Yoloe of the Charmer. With 8 lUustradons. 

In an Iron Grip. I On the Brink of a Chasm. 

The Siren. I The Way of a WomsA. 

Dr. Rumsey's Patient. I A Bon of Ish mael. 

Srown 8TO, doth, gilt top, 6s, each. 
This Troubles ome World. I Rosebuvy. 

Meri vale (Herman).— Bar, Stage, and Platform : Amtob}ographic 

Memories. With a Portrait. Crown 8yo, doth, gilt top, 6s. 
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Merrick (Leonard), Novels by. 

Tlio nan who was uood* Poit 8to, picture boards,^. 

Crown 8to, cloth, 3*. 6d. each". 
Thl« aUKO of Poola, | Cynthlai A Daughter of the Philistines. 



Mexican Mustang (On a), through Texas to the Rio Grande. By 

A. E. SWERT an d J. ARMOY KNO X. With 365 lilustnitions. C rown 8vo. cloth extra. 7/^^ 

Miller (Mrs. F. Fenwick).— Physiology for the Young; or. The 

House of Li fe. W it h num erous Illustrat ions. Post 8yo. cloth limp . QS.6d. 

Milton (J. L.)~.— the Bath in Diseases of the Skin. Post 8vo. 

If . ; clot h. If. 6 d. 

Minto (Wm.).— Was S he Good or Bad? Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. 
MitchelRkdmund), Novels by. 

ThO Xiono Star Rush. With 8 Illustrations by NORMAW H . HARDY. Crown 8*0, doth. y. 6A 

Crown 8to, doth, filt top. 6s. each. 
Only a Mlggor. i Tho Bolf orto of Gnlbon. 

Crown 8vo. picture cloth, flat backs, sf . each. 
Plotf wofParta. I The Templa of Poath. I Towapda tho Btanial Snow . 

Mitford (Bertram), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d, each. 

The Oun-Riiniiov t A Ronumce of Zululand. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY I^ WOOD. 
Renahaw Faiuiliurs Qoaal. With a Frontispiece by Stanley L. Wood. 
Tho Trlomph of flUair Riaohland. 



Crown 8to, doth, v 6J. each ; picture doth, flat backs, as. each. 
Tha I«aek of Oarard Rldtfaley. 
Tha King** AsaagaL With Six full-pa ge Illustrations by S TANLEY L. WOOD. 

Ha vlland*« Cham. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 

Molesworth (Mrs.).— Hathercourt Rectory. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

31. 6d, ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. 

Moncrieff (W. D. Scott-).— The Abdication: An Historical Drama. 

With Seren Etchings by JOHN PETTIK, W. Q. ORCflARDSON. J. MACWhiRTBR, COLIN HUNTER, 
R. Mac b eth and TOM Graham. ImperiaU to, buckram. 2if . . 

Montagu (Irving).— Things I Have Seen in War. With i6 full- 
page Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6f . 



Moore (Thomas), Works by, 

Tha Bpicuraan t and Alotphron. Pos 



. 
bst 8vo, half-bound, as. 
and Veraat induding Suppressed Passages from the MEMOIRS OP LORD BYRON. Edited 
by R. H. SHEPHERD. With Portrait. Crown 8vo. doth extra, js. 6d. 



Morrow (W. C.).— Bohemian Paris of To-Day. With io6 lUustra- 

tions by Edouard CUCUEL. Small demy 8vo. c lot h, gilt top. 6s. 

Muddock (j. E.), Stories by. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each. 

Baslla tha Jestav. With Frontispiece by Stanley W^ood. 

Yoanrf Xtoohlnvar. | The Oo ldan IdoL 

Post 8yo, illustrated boards, as. each. 
Tha Daad Man*s Baerat. I From tha Boaom of tha Daop. 

Btorlao Waljpd and Wondarfnl. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, as. : cloth, as. 6d. 

Maid Marian and Robin Hood. With xa Illustrations by S. L. Wood. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 

y. 6d^ picture doth._flat back, as. 

Murray (D. Christie), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each. 



A Llfa'a Atonamant. 

Josaph'c Coat. 12 lUusts. 

Coals of Flra. 3 Illusts. 

Val Stranga. 

Hearts. 

Tha Way of tha World. 



Bob Martin's LltUe Girl. 
Time's Revenges. 
A Wasted Grlma. 
In Direst PerlL 
Mount Despair. 
A Capful o^Malia. 



A Modal Father. 
Old Blaser's Hero. 
Cynlo Fortune. Frontisp. 
By tha Gate of the Bea. 
A Bit of Human Nature. 
First Person Singular. 

Tha Making of a Hovellst t An Experhnent fai Autobiography. With a Collotype Portrait. Cr. 
8vo, buckram, y. 6d. 

a Contemporaries In Flotlon. Crown Sro, buckram, ^r. 6d. 
Own Ghost. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. ; picture cloth, fl at back. as. 

Crown 8to, cloth. v> 6</- each. 
This Little World. | A Raoe for Millions. I The Choroh of Hamaalty. 

Tales In Prose and Versa. With Frontispiece by Arthur Hopkins. 

_ Crown 8vo, doth, gilt top, &r. each. 

Daspalv*s lAsft Jownay. f Verona 's Father. 

Josaph'a Coat. Popular edition, medium 8vo. 6d. 



Murray (D. Christie) and Henry Herman, Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3f. 6d. each ; post 8vo. illustrated boards, as. each, 
OnanratTallar Returns. | The Btahops* Bible. 

Paul Jones's AUas, &c. With lUustratloas by A. Forestier and G. Nicolbt. 
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Murray (Henry), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, cloth, 9S, bd, each. 
A Oam> of Blaff. I A Bong of gtxpmca* ^ 

N ewbolt (H.).— Taken from the Enemy. Post 8vo, leatherette, u, 
Nisbet (Hume), Books by. 

* Ball Up.' Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d, : post 8to. illustrated boards, si. 
Dr. Bernard Bt. Yinesnt. P ost Svo, illustrated boards, zr. 
Lessons In Art. With 31 Illustrations. Crown 8ro. cloth extra, ax. 6d. 



Norris (W. E.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d. each ; post 8vo, 

Sicture boards, 9S. each. 
alnt Ann's. | Billy B ell ew. W ith a Frontispiece by F. H. TOWNSEND. 

Mi ss Wa ntigorth's Idea. Crown 8vo. doth, y.orf. ^ 

Ohnet (Georges), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 

Doctor Ramsaii* | A Last Lovs. 

A Wslrd Gift. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. (td. ; post 8vo, picture boards. 2X. 
Love's Depths* Translated by F. KOTHWHLL. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. 
T he Woman of Mystery. Translated by F. Roth well. Crown 8vo. cloth, gilt top. 61. 

25. each. 
In Xntfland* 



Oliphant (Mrs.), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 

The Prlnuwse Path. | Whlteladles. I The Greatest Heiress 



I 
The Sorceress. Crown 8ro. cloth. 3*. 6rf. 



Orrock (James), Painter, Connoisseur, Collector. By Byron 

Webber, in Two Handsome Volumes, small folib, Illustrated with nearly One Hundred Photogravure 
Plates and a profusion of Drawings reproduced in half-tone, in a handsome binding designed by Sir 
J. D. Linton, P.R.I. Price, in buckram gilt. Ten Guineas net. The Ediuon for sate is stxicdy 
li mited to F i ve Hundred fs umbered Copies. 

O'Shaughnessy (Arthur), Poems by: 

Fcap. 8vOb cloth extra, 7^. 6d. each. , 

Moslo and Moonlltfht. ' | Bontfs of a Worker* 

Lay S_of France^ Crown Svo. cloth extra, los. 6d. 

Ouida, Novels by. Or. 8vo, cl., 35. 6d. ea.; post 8vo, illust. bds., 25. ea. 



Held In Bondage. 
Trlootrln. 
Btrathmore. | Ghandos. 
CeoU Castlemalne's Gage 
Under Two Flags. 
Puok. I IdaUa. 
Folle-Farine. 



A Dog of Flanders. 
Pasoarel. | Blgna. 
Two Wooden Shoes. 
In a Winter City. 
Ariadne. | Friendship. 
A Village Commune. 
Moths. I Plplstrello. 



In Maremma. | Wanda* 

Blmbl. 

Frescoes. I Othmar. 

Princess Napraxlne. 

Gnllderoy. | RufllnOi 

Tvro Offenders. 

Banta Barbara. 



Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6<f. each. 
Under Two Flags. I Moths. | Held In Bond age. |_ Puck. | Btrathmore. 
Berlin. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6d. • post 8vo^ picture clothi. flat back, 9s. ; Ulustra ed boards, ax. 
The Waters of Bdera. Crown 8vo. cloth. 3^ . 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, as. 
Wisdom. Witt and Pathos, selected from the Works of OuiDA by F. Syonby Morris. Post 
8vo, cloth extra, sj.—CHEAP Edition, illustrated boards, aj. . 

Pain (Barry). — Eliza *s Husband. Fcap. 8vo. picture cover, is. 
Palmer (W. T,), Books by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each. 

Lake Country Rambles. With a Frontispiece. 

In Lakeland Dells and Fells. With a Frontispiece. 

Payn (James), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, sx. 6A each ; post Svo. illustrBted boards. &r. each. 



Lost Sir Masslngberd. 

A County Family. 

Less Black than We*re Painted. 

By Proxy. I For Cash Only. 

High Spirits. 

A Oonfldentlal Agent. With 13 Illusts. 

A Grape from a Thorn. With 12 Illusts. 



The Family Scapegrace. 

Holiday Tasks. 

Ths Talk of the Town. With t3 IHasts. 

The Mystery of Mlrbrldge. 

The Word and the Will. 

The Burnt MllUon. 

Bunny Stories, t A Trying Patient* 



Humorous Stories. | From Bxlle. 

The Foster Brothers. 

Married Beneath Him. 

Bentlnck's Tutor. I Walter's Word* 

A Perfect Treasure. 

Iilke Father, Like Bon. 

A Woman*s Vengeance. 

Carlyon's Year. I Cecil's Tryst* 

Murphy's Master. I At Her Mercy* 

The Clyffards of Clyffe. 

Some Private Views. 



Post Svo illustrated boards. 2f . each. 



Found Dead* | Gwendoline's Harvest. 

Mirk Abbey. I A Marine Besldenoe. 

The Canon's Ward. 

Mot Wooed, But Won. 

Two Hundred Pounds Reward* 

The Best of Husbands. 

Halves. I What He Cost He** 

Fallen Fortunes. Kit i A Memory. 

Under One Roof. I Glow-worm Tauea. 

A Prince of the Blood. 



A Modern Dick Whlttlngton ; or, A Patron of Letters. With a Portrait of the Author. Crown 

Svo. cloth, u. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back. 2S. 
In Peril and Privation. With n Illustrations. Crown Svo, doth. 3s. 6<4 
Rotes from the * News.* Crown 8vo. cloth, ix. 6rf. 

Payne (Will).— Jerry the Dreamer. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6rf, 
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RuiKlmiui (JameB), StorleV by^ 

iuppanudai 



Rnssell (Dora). Navels by. 

Mmmtrw pwHtbaut. Fan Bto. pictjn bouili. u. ; plrLure cIMh, lu Uck. u. 
DrtHafyaf. Crowj8 Tci.dolB. ti.t/.; pjnnnicWli.ll .lbiicfc,!.. ^___ 

tiKMcil (Herbert) — True Blue; or, ■ The Lass that Loved a Sailor.' 
RubmII (RevT Johtil and his Out-ol-door Ufe. By E. W. L. 

RnsMlt (W. Clark), Novels, AcT, by. "" ' '~^^ 

Ctswnlm. clotn CItTz^ tr. tJ- ucb i pnH do, iUuuralel boiidi. u: uch : clcth Uriip. u. 6A udb 
■ound (ha OkUai-FlH. Ah Ooain TPUaflv- 

IB (ll* MlddU Wktsta. >• BlilpmBM I<odIu. 

Ob ttaa FB^'ila HaKd. Alona gn a wttia Wlda Sam. 

A «Dra«a la tba Capa. Tha Ooort Ship ■ Mohaak.- 

A BKlTbi ttaa Hammoak. Tha PhaBtDm tMatb. 



baaillv t Htr Story- With w Utu&rniloni 
h* 'FtaUr Pallr'i A Voyiea of Ii 
■ — •-- --i i, d«'. [ Ill lop, tr. 



Saint Aiibyn (Alan), Novels by. 

A Vallnw et°TAll^. w°ih.'[Ki.li^Lwi?K 
na JubKif Dau. I Ttaa >a«ar af it. 






Saint J oh n (Bayle).— A Levantine Family. Cr. Svo, cloth, y. 6d. 
Sala (Qeorge A.).— Oasllght and Daylight. Post 8vo, boards, 21. 
iScottand Vard, Past and Present : Eiperiences of Thirty-seven Years. 
Secr«t~Out, The : One Tbousand Tricks with~CarJs Pwith Entertain^ 
^niin (U a.). Works by. ~ ' ~ ~ 

nw Oenntrv of tba Faulon^ Plar,(OlH'WB>n<»tfaal i«l iha IflEtilindi ol IiinrU. WItb 



Se nior (Wm.).— By Stream and Sea. Post Bv q . cloi] 



Sey mour (Cyril).— The Magic of To-Morrow . Crr Svo. cloth. & 
Shakespeare (or Children : Lamb's Tales from Shakespeare 



Siiakespeare the Boy. Wilb Sketches o£ tiie Home and School Ufe, 
Shelley's (Percy Bysshe) Complete Works In Verse and Prose. 

pStUaaf WaiSkin T^"vot? "" """^^ SHHPHERD. FI.b Vdi, crnm S.o. ^""•'' jj"- •*■ ™ 



Sharp (William).— Children of To-morrow. Crown Svo. cloth, 6s, 



CHATTO & WINDUS. Publlihers, IM St. Martla'i Lane, London, W.C. 3i 
S herard (R. H.).— Rogueat A Novel. Crown Svo. cloth, u. &f. 
SJieiidon'B (Rlcbvd Brlnsley) Complete Work», with L.ife iiad 

AMe<lo1«. lDcludliiRDniiu.pEOVBiidFoclTV.Tnni&EIOBS&p*«lieLjokeL Cr. 8vo, cloth.sJ.U^ 






^'^il! 



_ Xy to^ckralii. lUt I'l^S^ii, * 

Shiel (Al. P.), Novels by. Crown 8vo. ctoth, gilt top, 6j. each. 
Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works, including all 



., b, u« R«. A. a. 



Signboards : Their History, including Anecdoles of Famous Taverns and 



Sims {Qeorge R.), Worlcs by. 

Tlia Rtnl o' B*l°^ |'°HyIwo Wlva*. i Naiuain ar^'l.u°dliJdT. 
Tlnhlfttop'fe Grim*. Talam o( Ta-4«y. Bouiu rrpm th« Ihow. 









Sinclair (Upton).— Prince Hagen : A Phaptasy. Cr. 8vo. cl., y. &i. 
Sister Dora: A Biography. By Marsaret I-ONSDALm. With Four 



Sk etch ley (Ar th ur).— A Match In the Dark. Post 8vo, boards, 21 . 
Slang Dictionary (The) : Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotali 
Smart (Haw ley), Novels by. 

I Th SViLitic of Rubkdiv, 



Smith (J. Moyr), Works by. 

Snaxe Heparin a. Decanted by G. S. Edwards. With Poitrail of 

Society "in London. Crown avo, ii. ; clolh, ii. 6d. 



iSpeight (T. W.f, Novels by. 




SpaldlngfT. A., LUB.) — Elizabethan Demonologyj An Esagj 



.>r- .^i." . 
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Somerset (Lord He nr y). — Songs of Adiett> Small 410, Jap. vei.,6f. 
Spenser for Children. By M. H. Towry. With Coloured IllastratioDa 

by Walter J. Morgan. Crown 4to. doth ertni, y. 6£. 

Sprigge (5. X Squire).— An Industrious Clievalier. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, g ilt to p. 6*. ^______^___^________^ 

Spettigue (H. H.).— The Heritage of Eve. Crown 8vo, cloth, 65. 



Stafford (John), Novels by. 

Doricond I. Crown 8vo. cloth, y . 6d. \ C«Jflton Priow. Crown Sro. doth, gilt top, <r. 

Starry Heavens (The) ; Pobtical Birthday Book. Roy. i6mo, cL, 25. 6d. 
Stag-Hunting with the 'Devon and Somerset:' Chase of the Wild 

Re d IX- er on E xmoor. Ky P HIL IP EVERHD. With 70 Ilhistrations. Crown 4to. doth, »6j. net. 

Stedma n (E. C.).— Victorian Poets. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, gs. 
Stephens (Riccardo, M.B.).— The Cruciform Marie: The Strange 

_ Story of RIC1IAR1> TreGENMA. Bachelor of Medicine (UnlT. Edinb.) Crown 8to, cloth, y. 6(1. 

Stephens (Robert Neilson).— Philip Winwood : A Sketch of the 

T>oin estic Histfir y ot an American Captain in the War of Independence. Crown 8yo. doth, y. 6rf. 

Stemdale (R. Armitage).— The Afghan Knife: A Novel. Post 

S vo. doth, y. 6ei. ; illustrated boards, gf. 

Stevenson (R. Louis), Works by. 

Crown 8to, buckram, gilt top, 6s. each. 
Travels with a Donkey. With a Frontispiece by Walter Cranb. 
An Inland Voyage. With a Frontispiece by Walter Crane. 
Familiar Studies of Hen and Books. 
The Silverado Squatters. With Frontispiece by J. D. Strong. 

The Merry Men. | Underwoods: Poems. | Memories and Portraits. 

Vlrginibus Pnerlsquo, and other Papers. | Ballads. | Pvinoa Otto. 

Across the Plains, with other Memories and Essays. 

V/elr of Hermlston. I In the So uth Boas. 

Bongs of Travel. Crown Svo, buckram, y. ^ 

New Arabian Nights. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6f.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, at 

— Pol'Ul.AR EDITIO.V, medium Svo, 6d. 
The Suicide Clnh; and The Rsjah's Diamond. (From New Arablan Nights.) With 

liiirlit Illustrations by W. J. HiiNNRSSY. Crown Svo. cloth, y. 6d. 

The Stevenson Reader : Selections irom the Writinsrs of Robert Louis Stevenson. Edited 

by Lloyd OSBOTJRNH. Post Svo, cloth, ar. 6rf. : buckram, ifilt top, y. 6d. 
The Pocket R.L.S. t Favourite Passag es. Sma D i6mo, cloth, gf . net ; leather, y. net. 
Large Type. Fine Paper Editions.' Pott Svo, cL, gilt top, 7s. net each ; leather, silt edges, y. net eadu 
Vlrginibus Puerlsque. and other Papers. I New Arabian Mights. 
Familiar Studies of Men and Books, j 

R. L. Stevenson : A Study. By H. B, "Baild on. W it h a Portr aits. Crown Svo. buckram, 6s._^ 

Stockton (Frank R.).— The* Voung Master of Hyson Hall. With 

35^Illustration3 by V. H. D avisson and C. H. STEPHENS. Crown Svo. ctoth, y. 6tL ; p icture cloth, ax. 

iSt ories fr om Fo reign Novelists. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d, 
Strange Manuscript (A) Foundln a Copper Cylinden By James 

I)E MiLLE. C rown Sv o, cloth, wi th 19 Illus ts. b y GILBERT GAUL, y. 6ei. : post Svo, hoards. 9S. 

Strange Secrets. Told by Percy Fitzgerald, Conan Doyle, Flor- 

BNCR MARRY AT, &c. Post Svo, illustrated boards, as. 

Strutt (Joseph). —The Sports and Pastimes of the People of 

Bngland. Edited b y Willia m HONH. With 1 4 Illus trat ions. Crown Svo. doth, y. 6rf. 

Sundowner, Stories by. 

Told by the Taffrall. Cr. 8vo, cl., y. 6<i. | TheTaleof the Serpent. Cr. Svo. cl., flat back, ot. 



Surtees (Robert).— Handley Cross; or, Mr. Jorrocks*s Hunt. 

With 79 Illustrations by JOHN LEECH. P ost Svo, cloth, as. 

Sutro (Alfred).— The Fooli sh Vi rgins. Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, 15. 
Swift's (Dean) Choice Works, "in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, 

l»ortrait, aiul Facsimiles of the Maps in • Gulliver's Travels.' Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6rf. 
Gulliver's Travels, and A Tale of a Tub. Post Svo, half-bound, ax. 
Jonathan Swift: A Study. By T. CHURTun Collins. Crown Svo, cloth extra. Ss. 



Taine's History of English Literature. Translated by Henry Van 

LAUN._I''our Vols., demySvo, cloth, 3 0X.— PO PULAR EDITION, Two Vols., crown Svo, cloth, 15*. 

Taylor (Bayard).— Diversions of the Echo Club. PostSvo, cl, zs. 



CMATTO a WIWDUS, Publlahtra, in St. M»rtlii'» Lam. London, W.C 
Swinburne's (Algernon Charies) Works. 

MmHobs Hon tlM iKatiditi VnkB at Btodlu In Bond. Ciiiraayi.;j, 
UUMUlBIdl ATiued;. CromiB«p.j£. A Canlnry D' "-'- '—' — '■ 




Taylor (Tom) — fllstorlcal Dramas: 'Je/ 



Temple (Sir Richard, a.C.S.I.)-— A Bird's-eye View of Plctur- 

Mqu.failk WWhT'tLitfmiiCMbrlh.Auihw. Cro-n gra. cknh, f" '° P, t i- 

Thackerayana : Notes aod Anecdotes. With Coloured Frontispiece and 

Hundfadanf Skrtehaflhr WILLIAM Makepeace TH*e>:BHAY. Crown agn. tinlli Mitra. y. tfA 

Thames, A New Pictorial History of the. By A. S. Kbaussb. 



Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. 

Thomson's Seasons, and The Castle o( Indolence. With intro- 
Thoreau: His Life and Alms. By H. A, Pagb. With a Portrait 
Tompkins (H. W.).— Marsh.Country Rambles. With a Frontis- 
Thornbnry (Walter), Books by. ~— ~ 

«lwUf« M* CocrMBOnaeneB o( J.rf. W.Tnrnar. Wlih &rtt lUusnuBom Ip Cotaun and 

Treeton (Brnest A.).— The Instigator. Cr. Svo, cloth, gill top. 6i. 
Twain's (Mark) Books. 

Soughing II imA Xk^fnnoiMt* ■t'BDmB.'''wiUi no flMniiani by F^k. frjUU. ''^ 

Vha AmsFlOBn CIlimiLnt. Wlin Bi llksnUimi by Hal HUUT Kiitl aiben. 

•Itae Advantaraa Dl Tom Hbhvic. Wiibtiillbiaiiailiini. i^* 

pDdd'nhBKd irilun. WlibPomalland^i lUiuiDulaDili; U1U13 LOBB. 

•Tha InnoaBiiIi A^oILd ! o,. Ttui Ni-w I'IMm'i Fimco. With iji tUuitraticni, (Ttie Two 9liU- 

;*li« Adinnlo™ ol ^Dkltbar^^nnR.^ wnii7jinuMnilii'iibjjE. w. KejiBLn. 



fhlte aiBphMt. I 

rallad iiaieatl*a atsry. witb j iiiiiiuHliinsli>l.ui:ius Hitchcock. 
'opIiB or Murk Twain. RcrbiaitniCaTTca-^irhnntjihaatlirVae Author. 'V 
MKlnumKOianiiislT^oi* | CbFlMlul BbUbm, [S*m■{^ 

iComriatB rnOttlm r a, »nj oiher aiorl mnd 3tm^«^ Wltbi Fmnlliidiu. 
■ Bk«Wbu. Fi>nBTfi.diilh,i[liiiiip.H. dHi iHilxr, tm cdam v. nit 
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TimbA (John), Works by. Crown 8vo. cloth. 3;. 6d. each. 

ClolM and Clob Utm In London t Anecdotes of its Famous Coffee-housM. iIost«lries. aud 

Taverns. With 41 Illustrations. 
■ndllsh ■ooontrlcs and BeoontHcltloa t Stories of Delusions, Impostures, Sporting Scenes 
HcceutncArtists, Theatrical Folk, Sec. With 48 lUustrataons. 

Trollope (Aihthony), Novels by. 

Crown 8to, doth extra, jr. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, sj. each. 
Tho Way W« Ldvo Mow. I Mr. Boarborough'a Familyt 

VFan Vvohmann. | Marion Fay. _ J Tho lAnd-Laaguars. 

Post \iiro, illustrated boairdsi ax. each. 
K opt In t ho Dapk. 1 Tha Amortcan So nator . | Tho Ooldan Lion of Jtranporo. 

Trollope (Frances E.j, Novefs by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 31. 6d. each ; jicrt 8ro, illustrated boards, ts. each. 
Ltko Shlpa upon t ha B a a. I M abal'a Pgo<g— a. ^i_ Anna Furnass. 

T rollope (T . A.).— Diamond Cut Dia mond. Pos t 8vb. ili ust. bids.. 25. 
Tytler (C. C.Fraser-).— Mistress Judith r~A~Novel. Crown"8vo, 

doth extra , 3*. 6r/. ; post 8ro, i llustrated boards, as. 

Tytler (Sarah), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, ex. each. 
■urtod Diamonds. | Tha Bla okha ll Ohoata. | What Bha Cama Tbroagh. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards^ ar. each. 
Tba Brlda*B Pass. I Tha Hagaanot Family. I Moblassa Obllga. I Dlsappaarad. 

Balnt Mango's City. I Lad y Ball . | Baauty and tha Baast. 

Crown 8vo, doth, y. 6d. each. 
Tha Maodonald Lass. With Frontispiece. I Mrs. Carmlohaers Ooddassas. 
Tha Witch- Wife. | Raohal Langton. J Bapphira. I A Honaymoon's Bcllpsa. 

A Young Drago n. 

Cltoyanna Jaoquallna. Cro wn 8vo, picture cluth, flat" bac k, as. 

Crown 8to. cloth, ^ilt top, 6s. each. 
Thraa Man of Ma rk. | In Clarissa's Day. I Sir D avid's VUltcrs. 

Upward (Allen).— The Queen Against Owen. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

y . 6rf. ; plctu re cloth, flat bac k, gj. ; poat 8to, picture boards, ax. 

Vandain (Albert D.).— A Court Tragedy. With 6 firdstrations by 

J. KAKNARU Davis. Crown 8yo, cloth, y.6rf: j 

Vashtl and Est her. By ' Belle ' of The Worl d. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 
Vizetelly (Ernest A.), Books by.'*^rown 8vo,'cloth.'3s. e'rf. each. " 

Tha Scorpion t A Romance of Spain. With a Frontispiece. | The Lo war's Prograss. 
With Zola In Bngland x A Story of FIxil e. With 4 Portraits. 

A Path of Thorns. Crown 8vo, clot h, gilt top, bs. 

Blaabaardt An Account of ComorrieTthe Cursed a~ud GUiei de Rals; with a Summary oi various 
Tales and Traditions. With 9 Illustrations. Demy 8vo. cloth, y . net. 



Wagner (Leopold).— How to Qet on the Stage, and how to 

Buccaad thara. Crown 8to, doth, a *, td. _ _ _ 

Waifbrd's County Families of the United Kingdom (1904). 

Containing Notices of the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Education, &c., of more than 13.000 Distin^uislted 
Heads of ramilies, their Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the Uflices they hold or have held, their Town 
and Country Addresses, aubs, &c. Royal 8vo, dotn gilt, 50*. [Prepanttj^. 



Waller(5.E.).--Sebastiani's Secret. With 9 Illusts. Cr. 8 vo, cl.,6s. 
Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler. With Memoirs and Notes 

by Sir HARRIS NICOLAS. Pott 8vo, ctoth, gilt top, ar. net ; leather, gilt edges, y. net. 

Walt Whitman, Poems by. Edited, with Introduction, by William 

M. ROSSHTTI. With Portraiti Crown 8vo, hand-made p aper and buckra m, 6s. 

Warden" (Florence), Novels by. 

Joan, tha Carata. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d, ; picture doth, flat back, as, 

A light to a Finish. Crown 8vo, d oth, y. 6d . 

Crown 8vo, doth, gilt t op, 6 s. each. 
Tha Haa r t of a OlrL With 8 Illustrations. \ What ou g ht sha to d o? \Shortl y. 

Warman (Cy).— The Express Messenger. Crown 8vo, clo th, VjJ>d^ 
Warner (Chas. Dudley) . —A Roundabout Journey . Cr. 8vo, cr~ 657 
Warrant to Execute Charles I. A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures 

and Seals. Printed on paper aa in. by 14 in. as. 
Warrant to Bxacnta Mary Qnaan of Boots. A Facdmile. including Queen Elizabeth's Signa- 
ture and the Great Seal, ax. 

Wassermann (Lillias).— The Daffodils. Crown 8vo. cloth, \5. td. 



Weather, How to Foretell the, with the Pocket Spectroscope. 

By I* W. CORY. With Ten Illustrations. Crown 8vo, xs. ; doth, xx. 6d. 



CHATTO A WINDUS, Fublishers, iii St. Martin's Uine. London, W.C. 35 

W ebber (Byron).— Sport and Spangles. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s . _ 
Werne r (A.).— Chapenga*s White Man. Crown 8vo, clo t h, 35. ~6d. 
Westbury (Atha).— The Shadow of Hilton Pernbrook: A Ro- 

mance of Maoriland. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6d. 

Westall (William), Novels by. 

Trust Honsy. Crown 8vo, cl otb. y. 6rf. ; post 8vo, illustfa ted boards, as. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. each. 
As a HsA Sows. I As Lnek would have It. | Tho ■acvsd Crosseats. 

Ths Old Bank. 



A Womau Tsxnpted HI m. 
Wot Honour and Life. 
Her Two Millions. 
Two Pinches of Bnuff. 
With the Red Batfle. 
A Red Bridal. 



Crown Svo, cloth y. M. each. 
Hitfel Forteacue. 
Ben Clontfh. I Bireh Dene. 
The Old Factory (also at td.) 
Bona of Belial. 
Strange Crimea. 
Hep Ladyship's Secret. 



The Phantom City. 
Ralph Norhreck*s Trust. 
A Queer Race. 
Red Ry vlngton. 
Roy of Roy's Court. 



Wheelwright (E. Gray).— A Slow Awakening. Crown Svo, 6s. 



Whishaw (Fred.), Novels by. 

A Forbidden Hame : A Story of the Court of Catherine the Great. Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6d, 

Crown Svo, cloth, gUt top, 6s. each. 
Waseppa. | Near the Tsar, near Death . j A Splendid I mpoator. 

White (Gilbert).— Natural History of Seiborne. Post 8vo. 2s. 
Wilde (Lady).— The Ancient Legends, Mystic Charms, and 

Superstitions of Ireland ; with Sketches of the Irish Past. Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6d, 

WilllanislW. Mattieu, F.R.A.S.), Works by. 

Selence in Short Chapters. Crown Svo, cloth extra, js. 6d. 

A Simple Treatise on Heat. With Illustratinns. Crown Svo, cloth, zr. 6d. 

The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 6s. 



Williamson (Mr s. F. H.).— A Child Widow. Post 8 vo. bds., 25. 
Wills (C. J.), Novels by. 

An Basy-<oing Fellow. Crown Svo, cloth, y. &/. | His Dead Past. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 

Wilson (Dr. Andrew,4^.R.S.E.), Works by. 

Chapters on Bvolution. With 359 Illustrations. Crown Svo. cloth extra js. 6d. 

Leisure-Time Studies. With Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6^. 

Studies in liife and Sense. With 34 illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth . y. 6(f. 

Common Accidents: Hour to Treat Them. With Illustrations. Crown Svo.ix. ; cloth, is.6d. 

Glimpses of Nature. With 35 Illu strations. Crown Svo. cloth extra, y. 6 (i. 

Winter (John Strange), Stories by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 

or. each ; doth limp, sx. 6d. each. 

Cavalry Life. | R eg iment al Iiegenda. 

Cava lry Life and Regi mental Le gen ds. Cr. Svo, c l oth, y. 6rf. ; picture clot h, flat back, as. 

Wood (H. F.), Detective Stories by. Post 8vo, boards, 25. each. ~ 

The Passenger from Scotland Yard. I The Bnglishman of the Rue Cain. 



Woolley (Celia Parker).— Rachel Armstrong; or, Love and The- 

ology. Post Svo. cloth, ax. 6d. 

Wright (Thomas, F.S.A.), Works by. 

Caricature History of the <}eorges ; or, Annals of the House of Hanover. Compiled from 
Squibs, Broadsides, Window Pictures. Lampoons, and Pictorial Caricatures of the Time. Witli 
over 300 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, y. 6d. 

History of Caricature and of the Oroteaque in Art, Literature, Sculpture, and 
Painting. Illustrated by F. W. FairhOLT. F.S.A. Crown Svo. cloth. 7X. 6rf 

Wynman (Margaret).— My Flirtations. With 13 Illustrations by 

J.Bernard Partridge. Post Svo. cloth Hmp. a r. 

Zola's (Emile) Novels. Uniform Edition. Translated or Edited, with 

Introductions, by ERNEST A. ViZETELLY. Crown Svo. cloth, y. 6d. each. 

The Fat and the Thin. | Honey. 
His Excellency. 



His Masterpiece. 
The Joy of Life. 
Germinal : Master and Man. 
The Honour of the Army. 
Abhe Houret*s Transgression. 
The Fortune of the Rougons. 
The Conquest of Plassans. 
The Dram-Shop. 



The Dream. 

The Downfall. 

Doctor Pascal. 

Lourdes. f Fraltfulneas. 

Rome. Work. 

Paris. 1 Truth. 



Popular Editions, medium Svo. 6d. each. 

The Dram-Shop. | The Dow nfall. 

With Zola in England. By Ernest A.Vizhtrlly. With Four Portraits. Crow n Svo. cloVh. y . 6d. 

•ZZ' (L. Zangwill).— A Nineteenth Century Miracle. Cr.8vo,35.6<«. 



SOME B00K5 C LASSIFI ED IN SERIES. 
The St. Msrtln'A Llbrat?. PoitSio, ctoib.n. neteuih: leaihtr, 3>is 



The Mayteir Library. Paw sua. cloth Ump^; &<.^ 

'""'Sw.V.lK 
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POPULAR SIXPENNY NOVELS. 


ifS'.^s^.";^i ?Sp«vt. 


SlHilIanliittail. By S. H. OOKm. 


Joapb'aCHt. ByaClIRtSTlBHUKKAV. 


Hatd Id Bandii*. By OUIUA. 
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DM.; Tim Pll«a'. Br OUID*. 










mol«aru>4UuH«i«i. ByCIIABWSRBAlm. 


f^^%t\MWB- 


sffis^s^tS.^^^Ka.^S!*'?^*^-. 




SJ WOBMmWwS ^j ■»■']'!" I.Tl.^UOLi.I~S. 


|S^"ggf^«^H. 


Et,""! Wl("''B%u.'KtVt-' ".'Iv'^''' 




n. H.W IUi,<i^.°. Rr w,L>:r,-"nT:..,^s. 


THE PICCADI 


LLY NOVELS. 


LlBURT Bdtttohs OF NoviLs.mnD; Illu 


inited. crown Svo, clotb sill«,3(. M. «ach. 


By Mt*. ALBXANDER. 


By P. M. ALLEN.-Oraa. » Oi... 


A 111. iJulMi A riBbt witL FlU. 


By QRANT_ALLEN, . 


lloiKLl OHol^.. A OoliKii AnamjL 






BTWonmn'iWtt. VnOridiriro'.OMmtar. 
Tka Coil or Bir >«da. tha Btn^oUiar 


!!SM;.'si,a, 




A K1m«H™ 






By M. ANDERSON.— Qthiua'i Occamtloii. 


Tha H.'c'irS'Sj Hul. 




'^ By O. WEBB APPLGTOn" 


Sr.'isiiiifSiL 


S-^Si^SJi,. 


**^ "^TdwIN L. ARNOLD. 
BjK^RTEMUa WARD 


Si'rSwsSi.. 




By ROBERT BARR 




Btnnct 



CHATTO a WINDUB. Publbhefg. in St. ftUrtin'i Lane. London. W.C. a? 



By FRANK BARRBTT, 

FMtiriit for Ulc. " A Ululnc WIcti'ii. 

By ■BELLE.'-v.ihtl-uiaEiUi.r 

By ARNOLD BENNETl. 
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By AMBROSE BIE RCE-lnltlflrt o( 
By HAROLD lilNDLOSS.AioiUsi Jt 

ByM. McD. BODKIN. 
^pXuL BOURaET'^Urtiutl 
ByJ.D. BRAYSHAW.— Biimr' 
ByH. A.BRyDeN— iB— - 




By OELBTT BURQESS ■nd WILL 

R. W. CHAMBERS.!-Ti?'iJ^|-''hiY.llow 

By J. M, CHAPPLE.-th. Minor Ciord. 

By MALL CAINE. 



By wrLKIE COLLINS. 



firHUBllUllL 



By MORT. & FRANCES COLLINS. 



By HEI 

By V. C. COTES Two olrJoon > Bume, 

By C. E. CRADDOCK. 



By K. n. CRELLIN. 

"**™ *" ^MATT^RIM. 
"By S. R. CROCKETT and ot 
By B. HI. CROKER. 



u BKTliiffton. 






la thaUBedunof Kanrr 






^ By ALPHONSB 

DAVEDSON.-Mi 

By JAS. DB 

reXbiBHript Found — r- 
By HARfiY DB Wl 

By DICK DONOVAN. 

Mu (nm Muctintu, I ttit 01 Tiinl. 
Tlu XnUrr of SuitIRIi. [Diuctiv 

JuuU. Im«.^|^KT»0«:^ Prlin 

By RICh'aSi DOWLINQ. 

By A. Co'nAN DOYLE. 

By™." JEANNETTE DUNCAN. 

"'By^ANNII^'EDWARDEs! 

Dy a. S. EDWARDS.— Bbmo'hhuLU, 
ByO, MANVILLE FENN 



DV PERCY FITZOERALD.— r.talH 
By Hon, Mrs. W. FORBES.-Dnml.. 
By H. E. FRANCILLON. 
Op* bj On*. I Kopu of BuuL 

A Doi uiit hlft Btmdffw. Jiuk Dojlo'a DmoflK 

6y°HAR&LD FREDERIC. 

■•th'i BiotliBr'i Wlf>. I Til* Uiwlon QUI. 
By PAUL aAULOT.-m Bid lUrti 
By CHARLES GIBBON. 
LorlOf tL tVoia. Tho Btui 4[ Tarrov 

Of Hlflh l>ofr** I QoHB of tbo lUluUn 

Bv B. OLANVILLB. 
Tbo Loab Holrui, I thn Ooldep Rock- 

FAlFfblnDlat irdHlohar l^*l>-'.^Mi«h. V.I.I 



^^l^^jBy^ALF^RED A. RACE. 
c'ECiVaRr^FITH.-OorLitu. U^FUloi 
By A. CLAVERINQ OUNTER. 
By BRET HARTB. 

amu. [UttUiift. BulnriLnck. 

SUM. I aUlT Dowi! Ttu-HPiTtnsn, 



By COSMO HAMILTON 

nil Ml I iiTIiiiniinil I nnniu >, X<TUdK 

Bv THOMAS HARDV. 
""^By* JULIAN H*AWTHOHNE. 
ElUoaOuUlB, I liTW?oiiiil,il.r-'ll>» 

■ftaitfuimnt. I , ''»?™^''!;;^,^ 
By*Slr A. HELPS.-InxiiBinii. 
By 1. HBNDEltSON.-AiuiurMH- 
By Q. A. HENTY. 
Dsnillijr-I Doillt. [ Tk> QiiuiCir. 

B-nJab, til* JbuLtr. 

HEADON HILl Z«lir. lu Ditieltn. 

By JOHN niLI IliiOiiiDiDini Auiitir, 

By TIOHK HOPKINS. 
Tvlxt Lots ULd Batj- f H»fMii#oI Currteenn*, 



By PER 

J^tJ tns KsMitn. 



ns KsMitn I Ihi UlUlouln U; 
By Mr». HUNGEHFORD. 



r»B.' Inn. JnUM™ 

By R. ASHE KINa^Anrmwneua. 
^ QEOROE LAMBERT. 

By EDMONuVePELLETIER. 



By HENRY W. LLCV.-oifl.oo n.r« 
By E, LYNN LINTON. 

"fiy^.l'^l ^M>•■ I rb. oJ"t«i !!«». 

WllB •, BUitonmiiJ. I An OeUTi or Fniudi 

''""°By j'ustin McCarthy. 

ICiu lUtfntbropi, Tli» mras Diacntu. 

By JUSTIN n. MCCARTHY. 

By'a^'RQE MACDONALD. 

W. IL MALLOCK.-Th. mwaimibUc. 

p. & V. MARUUERITTE.- TiuiHuitii 

By L. T. MEAUE. 



1 St. HUrtlo'* L*aa. London, W.C. . 

("bbrtraM'hitpord. 

' I Tk> UDri AiiinL 

( HIliiT Bl^hUnil. 

_By Mr». MOLES WORTH. 
Jy JT?.' MLDDOCK. 

By D, CHRISTIE MURRAY. 



TBI Wn i>r the Worlflr Oharch of QhowbIIt- 
ByMURRAY and HERMAN. 

By"HlJME'NISBET.-'«rtirjP 



By Mra. OLIPHANT.-Tki ■«<•» 
By OUIDA. 

BiU lE Bondui In > WlnUTDltT. 

BtnthsLort. 'i Obudoa. , FrlondiUp. 



.ADtf DfFIudin 



I lliiu. I IjTlln. t SiiUici 



By MaROARET A. PAWL. 
By JAMES PAYN. 



ky WlLL'pAYNE.-jstTTllwDrMiD.r. 
By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED. 

MUiiw 1.111 usiBUtr |IIn.lTtiuUii. 

IhrJfttiiih oiikni. ! :riiiiiu- iVLdikmsizBm 

' Al t. Witch La tut inihl.' 

By E. C. PRICE. -TU.otliu, 

^ RICHARD PRYCE. 

By CHARLES REAUE. 

•tjS WDttuflbu : And . arintli Oftmit, 

lud Cuh. ' Ihi DoDbli Muni(i. ' 



By Mrs. J. H. RIDDBLL. 

d atuiH. A Ulch Uu'i Dani 



chatto * wiwpya. p«bitohm. ■ 



By p. W, ROBINSON. ^ 

By ALBERT Ros's.^^^ 

J. RUNCinUN.-IUnuiu 

to W, Cl^RlT RUS! 




By DORA RUSSELI — MitcfhM 
ByllERBERT RUSSELL, ini Bi 
BAYLE ST. JOHN.-AL»ulU(Tu 
"¥ ADELINE SERGEANT. 




SUS^' 



~^"" nwnphfl si Ikbtltn. 

By UPTONSINCLAIR.-Triu* 1 

By HAWLBV SMART. 

""' BjJ. MOYR SMIT&. ' 

wTspeKht. 






A Tallow of Trinity. 



. [.'iTEPH'ENS.- 

By R. NEIL50N STePrlENS 

rTa. STBRNDALE.-ntUitiuI 
R. U STEVEN50N.— Th< KaMK 
By FRANK STOCKTON. 

By' SUN DOWN I R.^"!*!!! W WuTilttr 
By ANNIE THOMAS.— Thi Blnii ' 
^^By BERTHA THOMAS. 



By FRANCES E. TROLLOPS 
LU> Al^ ipiia BH. I lUbal'i ProfriB. 

*By ANTHONY TROLLOPBi 

By iVaN TURGEMBFr, &t. 
ByT^RkYwAI N. 

UDTUT «l Bunm. TUB Olldia Jl». 

Tma SA^Y'T Akw/ I Stairs vfhltg ElipBut 

C. C. F.-TYTLBR.— ICrtTH JadlUL 
By SARAH TYTLER. 

WhalBha CamtTbnvitb , Hr% OATUIclual'l (Md- 

By AmSN UPWArS" 
""" """'AfBERTD. VANDAM. 

rK'A. VIZETELLV. 
*" "sy^ORENCE WARDEN. 
By' CV WARMAN.^ExpiHiIiuHniH'. 
By A. WERNER. 
'"8y' WILLIAM WE STALL. 
AHOIUI timptidaim Bad SinilaftiB. ' 

n,> rhutDm CUT. wiui ou ita eicii. 

AQiau Bug. JABHlBndal. 

By ATMA^WESTBURY. 



By Al-Bt 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 

Post a>a, Llluilrsied boards, u. each. 
By ARTEMUS WARD. 
lu Ward Compltti. 

By Mrs. ALEXANDER. 



By GRANT ALLEN. 

I n.hT-iBji. Dmnmniqt DLnvhtf. 



By E. LESTER ARNOLU. 



)ft chatto * wiNbus, 

BV FRANK BARRBTT. 
r«tUrM Iir Un. , FM>< OUIH. 

UtUa Iidr Llnto. A KksUUeIi 



PuMUh«r«. I ll 81. BUftln'i Lafl«. Loo dan, W.C 
BtC^LLSTON COLLINS. 
^Bj^MOR'Tjft PRANCES COLLINS 



By Sir W. DESANT and J. RICE. 
^Hdr-Hoiir UocUbsT I Ir Oaliiii Arboar. 

Ml Mn ol Vilcu. I TbiOuaiJlIi.Lienfl 

b> KonU oC TUIiiaii. Tlia Im jun' IiUBI 

By Sir WALTSft BESANT, 

Jl lam Uld Condi. Thii Dplt Jir fl> Panl'a 









By AMBROSE BIERCE. 
By FREDERICK BOYLE. 

BY BRET HARTS. 

— "■oiIm. J PW. J ll»™)». 

Hilnu of K«l Dsi! | War* of Oolda Oat*. 
By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 



By NALL CAINB. 

bf Sh^ovDf LOnnB.j Ilii DnisjMr. 

By Commander CAMERON. 

Uy HAVDRN CARRUTK. 
Uy AUSTIN CLARE. 

By Mrs. ARCHER CLIVE. 
By MACLAREN COBBAN. 



»i«Iiioillir»Uo», '.._ .._„ „ 

FnninoiAttollld. To«^»» 

_ By C. EOBBRT CRADDOCK. 
At rnvbat m u> oiHt iMky Kmaulaa. 

Till Adinta^ <rilrur '^'""* 
By n. N. CRELLIN.^iUiiX ik>o>UpiL 
By B. M. CROKER. 

.Sirilli. I TiUanTUMUlJuutl 

___^ — 5fS~ 

siHrriUi. T>a iHi LEdT mid>. 

FuDlly UkiuK Kutlid ar U114MI 

. Ihlnf Finaa. I Islulwuiii. 

By ALPHONSR OAUDET. 

By JAMES Db'mILLB. 

By BICKDONOVAN. 



UnkbTLUi 



By Mrs. ANNIE EDWARDES. 

A fstil sf Bimnr. I AkM* I«>*U, 
By EDWARD EOOLESTON. 

^ ByO- manvillb fenn. 

WIlMH M tba Dni. \ Th* wLu TlTflll. 

By PERCY FITZQERALD. 



P. PITZOERALD Mid others. 
_, _ E. FRANCILLON. 

uia Coiilutiu. I A Doe ud bU SluutDK 

By HAROLD FREDERIC. 

by 51r EARTLE FRBRE. 
By CHARLES GIBBON. 
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By WILLIAM GILBERT. 

""jj ERNEST QLANVILLB 

By Rev. S. BARINO QOULU 



CHATTO ft WINDUS, 



Two-Suiu-iHO NovEW — nmttniud. 
By ANDREW HALLIDAY. 

ByTHOMAS HARDY. 
By JULIAN HAWTNORNE. 



By Sir ARTHUR MEU'S, 
Immd* Knm. 

By a. A. HENTY. 

ByHBADON KlLl- 

By JOHN HILL. 

By Mn. CASHEL HOEV. 

By Mrs. OEORQE HOOPER. 




By AONES MACDONELL. 
By W. H. MALLOCK. 
By BRANDBR MATTHBWS 
'. MBADB. 



By LBDNARD MBRRICK. 

By M™ MOLES WORTH. 

By J. B. MUDDOCK 
I«WtMu4Wat-jrr<iiiitluBflca*< t) 



■ MURRAY. 
nl rinon Unaplu-. 

fhId nrtBsa. 
By MURRAY 

""By HUME NISBET. 

By W, E. N ORRIS. 

Uii I mur ■•Uiv. 

By QEORQES OHNBT. 

B^y Mr<. OLIPHANT. 

"""" By OHDX" 
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By MARGARET AQNES PAUL. 
By Mri. CAMPBELL PRABD. 



A OouBhlFuiillr. 









UfhSpUIU. 
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By RICHARD PRYCB. 



a» CHA TTO * WINPU3. PiiMI«li«r». ill at. MMtUn 't LuM, LsndoD. W.C 
By ARTHUR SKeTCHLEV^ 
By R. A. STERNOAUe. 




By F. W. ROBINSON. 
VgB«>nlte(UL jTbcWtBUlnlkal 

By W. CLARK RUSSELL. 

A Vajut t* till CpB. 
A BhFih Uw Hi^' 

Bt DORA RUSSELL. 



UaMI'i rrngna 
By ANTHONY TROUUOPE. 

I""""" Th« ABnifAD Ivafcl 

Mr. flchrboroa«h'i 

By MARK TWAIN. 

BlaLininiMEItpliut. I 

By C. C PRASER-TYTLER. 
" By SARAH TVTLER. 



:l Laadli4T. DIupiMuad. 



By T. W. SPEIQHT. 



By Mrs. F. «. WILLIAMSON. 

A CUU WMn. 

By J. S. WINTER. 



By MARQARET WYNMAN. 
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